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THE  ESSEX  HOUSE  SONG 
BOOK,  BEING  THE  COLLEC- 
TION OF  SONGS  FORMED 
FOR  THE  SINGERS  OF  THE 
GUILD  OF  HANDICRAFT  BY 
C.  R.  AND  JANET  E.  ASHBEE, 
AND  EDITED  BY  HER. 


PREFACE. 


N  presenting  to  tbe  public  our 
completed  Song  Book,  a  few  words 
as  to  its  purpose,  origin?  and  fulfil- 
rpept  are  needed. 

Tbe  following  extract  fron>  n>y 
busband's  note  to  tbe  Essex  House 
Press  subscribers  issued  in  1903, 
wbei)  tbe  work  was  first  under- 
taken*  ipay  be  in  place  bere  :— 
"For  soipe  years  past  I  bave  beep 
at  work  017  a  collection  of  songs 
suitable  for  tbe  young  singers  of  tbe  Guild  of  Handicraft 
at  Essex  House.  Tbe  songs  bave  for  tbe  ipost  part  been 
learped  by  beart,  and  tbey  pass  fron?  ipoutb  to  njoutb,  but 
now  tbe  collection  bas  grown  so  large  tbat  often  tbe  inel- 
odies  only  rerpain  and  tbe  words  go  astray.  I  baye  tbougbt 
it  adyisable  therefore  to  print  {he  collection  5  but  in  order  to 
do  tbis  in  a  inanner  tbat  sball  be  botb  wortby  of  tbe  sub- 
ject and  up  to  tbe  Essex  House  standard,  I  purpose  inyiting 
tbe  co-operation  of  tbe  subscribers  to  tbe  Essex  House 
Press.  .  .  .  Tbe  cboice  of  songs  is  determined  by  tbe  loye 
and  fancy  of  tbe  singers,  but  tbe  garput  is  a  wide  one,  and 
anjong  tbe  200  or  300  songs  cbosen,  n?ay  be  found  tbe  Re- 
cessionals  of  King  Henry  Y.  after  Agincourt,  and  of  Queen 
Victoria's  Jubilee,  Lyrics  of  Sbakespeare  and  Ben  Jonson, 
and  Psalrps  of  David,  Old  Englisb  Country  Songs,  Green 
and  PurcelT,  and  likewise  Sullivan  8  Cbevalier,  and  wbat  is 
best  in  inodern  n?usic  ball  and  inelody.  Tbe  collection  in 
sbort,  is  one  witb  a  n?otive$  it  is  a  collection,  too,  tbat  seeks 
to  be  essentially  Englisb  in  tbe  greater  sense  of  tbe  word,  or 
as  we  at  Essex  House  try  to  understand  it." 
Tbe  original  intention  bere  stated  bas  been  fulfilled  as  far 
as  tbe  conditions  of  copyrigbt  would  allow. 
We  find  tbat  wbat  bas  troubled  soipe  of  our  subscribers  is 
tbe  fact  tbat  for  tbe  ipost  part  tbe  njelodies  alone  are  giyen, 
and  tbat  all  barnjony  and  accon?panin)ent  are  oipitted.  A 
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sn?all  puipber  only  of  the  following  songs  bad  an  original 
setting  or  barn?ony>  either  choral,  or  for  the  lute  or  other 
instrument.  It?  seyeral  cases  these  have  beer?  giyen.  But 
wbere  the  song  was  originally  sung  as  a  ipelody,  the  alter- 
natives open  to  n?e  were  to  write  n?y  own  bariponies,  or 
beg  tbe  copyright  fron?  tbe  ipany  composers  wbo  baye 
adapted  &  reset  these  old  songs.  Neitber  course  was  really 
possible,  so  I  baye  bad  to  take  tbe  negative  line  of  leaying  tbe 
melodies  in  tbeir  original  state. 

Tbere  is  boweyer  involved  a  further  important  point  of 
principle.  A  song  book  postulates,  to  our  thinking,  a  group 
of  singers,  and  every  group  of  singers  sbould  baye  at  least 
ope  leader  of  sufficient  training  to  place  or  guide  an  ordi- 
nary harmony  —  I  do  not  mean  tbe  complex  harmonies 
and  accompaniments  wbicb  it  is  fashionable  to  issue  witb 
modern  songs,  but  tbe  sort  of  harmony  in  wbicb  an  Eliza- 
betban  or  fifteenth  century  air  was  often  sung,  or  in  wbicb 
we  baye  ourselyes  beard  quite  untrained  Welsh  boys  and 
Swiss  peasants  render  tbeir  folk  song.  We  belieye  tbat  this— 
Ibe  human  way— and  no  otber,  is  tbe  rigbt  way  to  treat  tbe 
"sing  song,"  &  in  tbe  bope  tbat  otbers  may  feel  as  we  do,  we 
offer  tbis  collection. 

As  for  its  bulk,  it  might  be  n?ucb  larger,  but  we  yenture  to 
tbink  it  representative,  &  our  only  regret  is  tbat  tbe  course 
of  our  research  bas  sbown  bow  intense  bas  been  tbe 
volume  of  English  song  and  lyric  that  has  been  lost  by 
comparison  with  what  remains.  This  loss  we  attribute  to 
the  neglect  &  decay  of  folk  song  m  the  too  years  of  English 
industrialism?. 

Perhaps  as  we  deyelop  our  elementary  and  higher  educa- 
tion, the  force,  beauty,  and  value  of  the  "sing  song"  will  be 
once  again  recognised,  and  then  not  only  will  such  few  of 
the  regaining  human  documents  as  may  yet  be  left,  come 
again  to  light,  but  — what  is  n?ucb  more  important  —  the 
people  will  again  theinselyes  learn  to  sing,  and  to  create  in 
song. 

I  owe  thanks  to  many  musicians  and  experts  for  ready  and 
kindly  belpj  especially  to  Mr.  W.  Barclay  Squire,  Miss 
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Lucy  E.  Broadwood,Mr.  J.R.Godlee,  Fatber  Carey,  Pro- 

fessor  Arber,  and  Mr.  J.  A.  Fuller-Maitland. 

I  amfortunate  in  baying  bad  specially  written  for  me  songs 

by  Messrs.  Laurence  Housroan,  Jobn  Masefield,  Gerald 

Bisbop,  and  C.  R.  Asbbee,  and  it)  baying  beep  able  to  add 

otbers  wbicb  as  far  as  I  know  baye  never  yet  appeared  in 

print. 

My  tbanks  are  also  due : 

To  tbe  Rey.  S.  Baring  Gould  and  Messrs.  Metbuen  £  Co. 

for  permission  to  print: 

I  would  tbat  tbe  Wars  were    Jacky  my  Son. 

well  over.  Tbe  Padstow  May  Song, 

dordap.  Higb  Germany. 

Ml  round  my  Hat.  Bold  General  Wolfe. 

Tbe  Waggoner.  Tbe  Lark  in  tbe  Morn. 

O  Love  isHot&LoveisCold.   Tbe  Beggar  Man. 
Sornersetsbire  Wassail.  Tbe  Witty  Sbepberd. 

Tbe  Wind  blows  out  of  tbe    Tbe  Poor  Couple, 

West  Country. 

in  "Tbe  Country  Garland/'  and 

Tbe  Cottage  well  tbatcbed    Jan's  Courtsbip. 

witb  Straw.  Tbe  Painful  Plougb. 

Tbe  Gipsy  Countess.  Tbe  Silly  Old  Man. 

Tbe  Golden  Vanity.  Strawberry  Fair. 

Tbe  Grey  Mare.  Sweet  Nigbtingale. 

Green  Broom.  Tbe  Wrestling  Matcb, 

in  "Songs  of  tbe  West." 

To  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling  for  permission  to  print  2 
Recessional. 

To  Mrs.  Lockwood  Kipling  for  permission  to  print: 
Wben  my  Sbip  comes  Home  from  Sea. 

To  Messrs.  Cbappell  ffi  Co.,  Ltd.  for  permission  to  print  tbe 
song  Drink,  Puppy,  Drink. 


To  Mr.  J.  A.Fuller  Maitlapd  apd  tbe  Leadepball  Press,  Ld. 
for  peripissiop  to  pript  Tbe  Sopg  of  Agipcourt  apd  Carol 
No.  ti  froip  "Epglisb  Carols  of  tbe  t5tb  ceptury,"  apd 
Sally  Gray.  TbeFottipgbaipsbirePoacber 
Tbe  Twelve  Apostles.  Twapky  Dillo. 

ScarborougbFair.  Ip  Betbieberp  City. 

Tbe  Wassail  Bougb.  Tbe  Reapbook  82  tbe  Sickle. 

Kipg  Artbur.  Tariput  Hoeipg. 

As  I  Sat  op  a  Suppy  Bapk.      Tbe  Jol}y  Plougbboy . 
TbePeace-eggipgSopg.No.t.  Sweet  Williaip. 
Your>g  Hercbard.  Tbe  Sweet  Nigbtipgale. 

Greet)  Brooip.  Ground  for  tbe  Floor. 

Tbe  Cbesbire  Mai?.  Tbe  Seasons  of  tbe  Year. 

Tbe  Servipgipap  apd  tbe     Twepty,  Eigbteep. 

Husbapdipap.  Robip~a~Tbrusb. 
Tbe  Soulipg  Sopg.  Tbe  Tree  ip  tbe  Valley. 

I  will  give  you  tbe  Keys  of   Tbe  Goldep  Vapity. 

Heavep.  My  JobPPy  was  a  Sboe- 

Tbe  Paipful  Plougb-  ipaker, 

ip  "Epglisb  Coupty  Sopgs." 

To  Mr.  J.  A.  Mattbews  for  penpissiop  to  pript : 
1  Tbe  JolJy  Foresters/  wbicb  was  ip  bis  possessiop. 

Aipopg  tbe  sopgs  I  bad  boped  to  ipclude,  apd  wbicb  our 
sipgersbave  oftep  supg,  were  'Tbe  Last  Cbapty 9  of  Rud~ 
yard  Kiplipg,  'Willow  our  Kipg/  apd  Reipecke's  'Eips, 
Zwei,  Drei'j  but  upfortupately  copyrigbt  perrpissiops 
were  pot  obtaipable. 

I  baye  exercised  great  care  to  prevept  tbe  lpfnpgeipept  oi 
apy  copyrigbt.  If  upipteptiopally  I  bave  gope  astray  I  bope 
to  be  pardoped  apd  will  do  ipy  best  to  ipake  good  tbe  fault. 

JANET  E.  ASHBEE. 
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THE  ESSEX  HOUSE  SONG  BOOK. 
u  SONGS  OF  PRAISE. 

2.  SONGS  OF  THE  SEA. 

3.  SONGS  OF  LOYALTY  AND  THE  LOVE  OF  THE 

LAND. 

4.  ROUNDS  AND  CATCHES. 

5.  SONGS  OF  THE  COUNTRY  AND  THE  TILLING 

OF  THE  SOIL. 

6.  SONGS  OF  SPORT. 

7.  SONGS  OF  THE  TAVERN  AND  THE  VINE. 

X.  WORKSHOP  SONGS  OR  SONGS  OF  THE 
CRAFTS. 

9.  SONGS  OF  COMRADESHIP,  LOVE,  &  COURT- 
SHIP. 

to.  MISCELLANY  OF  SONG,  IN  WHICH  ARE  IN- 
CLUDED SONGS  OF  THE  UNIVERSITIES 
AND  SONGS  OF  PURE  NONSENSE. 
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BEGINNETH  THE 
FIRST  PART  OF 
THE  SONG  BOOK 
OF  THE  GUILD  OF 
HANDICRAFT^* 
SONGS  OF  PRAISE 


THE  SONG  OF  AGINCOURT.  t5tb  ceptury. 


X. 

■ 

I 

si 

<• 

J  o 

<»• 

■ 

1 

■ 

O  

 £ 

*5£ 

3/ 

-  ■• 

y 

>  ■  j 

I .  p 

IS  ..13 

m 

*=4= 

Deo  gracias  Apglia,  rede  pro  victoria. 

Owre  kypge  wept  forth  to  ponpapdy, 
With  grace  apd  ipigbt  of  cbyvalry : 
Tber  god  f o  bin?  wrought  iperyelus^y, 
Wherefore  ei>glor>de  n>ay  calle  apd  cry 

Deo  gracias  apglia  rede  pro  victoria. 
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He  sette  a  sege  tbe  sotbe  for  to  say, 
To  barffu  touge  witb  ryal  aray  : 
Tbat  toupe  be  wap  apd  ipade  afray, 
Tbat  fraupce  sball  rywe  tyl  dorpesday. 

Deo  gracias  apglia  rede  pro  victoria. 

Tbep  wept  our  Kypge  witb  all  bis  oste, 
Tborwe  fraupce  for  all  tbe  frepsbe  boste : 
He  spared  po  dread  of  lest  pe  iposte, 
Tyl  be  catpe  to  agipcourt  coste. 

Deo  gracias  apglia  rede  pro  victoria. 
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Tbap  forsott)  tbat  knygbt  cotnejy, 
In  agincourt  felde  be  faugbt  inanjy : 
Tborw  grace  of  god  inost  inigbty, 
He  bad  botbe  tbe  felde  and  tbe  victory . 

Dgo  gracias  anglia  rede  pro  yictoria. 


Tber  Dukys  and  evfys,  lorde  and  barone, 
Were  take  and  slayne,  and  tbat  wel  sone : 
And  suinrne  were  ladde  into  Londone, 
Witb  joye  and  inertbe  and  grete  renone. 

Deo  gracias  anglia  rede  pro  yictoria. 


Now  gracious  god  be  save  owre  Kynge, 
His  peple  and  all  bis  wel  wylly  nge : 
Gef  bin?  gode  lyfe  and  gode  endynge, 
Tbat  we  witb  inertbe  inowe  savejy  sing. 

Deo  gracias  anglia  rede  pro  victoria. 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL.  t5tb  cegtury. 


Nowel  Nowel  Nowel, 

To  us  is  borp  our  God  Enjipapuel. 


It)  Betblerr)  tbis  berde  of  lyf 
Is  borp  of  igarye  ipaydyi)  agd  wyf 
He  is  botbc  god  agd  ipap  I  scbrf.         Nowcl,  powel ! 
Tbys  pripce  of  pecs  sbal  beal  al  stryf 
Apd  wopc  wytb  us  pcrpctucl. 


Tbis  cbyld  sbal  bey  us  wytb  bys  bloyd 
Ai>d  be  paylyd  up  or)  tbe  royd 

Hys  raupsuip  pasytb  al  erdjy  goyd.    Nowel,  powel ! 
Alias  wbat  wygbt  dar  be  so  woyd 
To  sle  so  jegtyl  a  gowel. 
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By  bys  powste  be  bis  eipprys 

Scbal  take  fro  belle  at  bys  uprys 

Ai?d  sayc  n?ai}kei>de  upop  tbis  wys.  Nowcl,  Nowcl I 

Tbus  telletb  us  tbe  propbecys 

Tbat  be  is  kyt>g  of  bevep  ai)d  belle. 


Tbis  njaydepys  sope  to  bys  eigpere 
Sbal  pass  to  beveije  by  bis  powere 
Hys  boly  gost  us  alle  scbal  lere.       Nowcl,  Nowcl ! 
Hys  boly  gost  ai?d  tbe  fady  r  ii)  feere, 
Scbul  regge  O  God,  tbis  levc  I  well. 
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Pray  we  this  cbyld  wytb  good  eitfeitf 
It?  our  deyipg  Toe  us  presept 
Op  to  bys  fadyr  onjpipoteitf.  Nowel,  No wcl ! 
Tbc  terst  tydypgis  of  tl)is  testaigept 
Browtb  to  us  seypt  Gabrycl. 
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It)  Betblebenj  city,  it)  Judea  it  was, 
Tbat  Josepb  at>d  Mary  togetber  did  pass; 
All  for  to  be  taxed  wbei)  tfiitber  tbey  canje, 
For  Caesar  Augustus  con?n>at?ded  tbe  sanje. 

Cborus.  Tbei)  let  us  be  n>erry,  cast  sorrow  away, 

Our  Saviour  Cbrist  Jesus  was  borp  or)  this  day  . 


But  Mary's  full  tinje  beigg  cotpe  as  we  fii)d, 

She  brougbt  forth  ber  first~bori>  to  save  all  njapkitjdj 

Tbe  it)t)  beipg  full  of  tbe  beaver^y  Guest, 

No  place  could  sbe  fipd  to  lay  bin)  to  rest. 

Cborus.  Tbei?  let  us,  Sc. 


Blest  Mary,  blest  Mary,  so  ipeek  ai?d  so  ipild, 
All  wrapped  up  it)  swatbipg  tbis  beavepjy  Cbild, 
Coptepted  sbe  laid  wbere  oxep  do  feed, 
Tbe  great  God  of  pature  approved  of  tbe  deed. 

Chorus.  Tbe*)  let  us,  Sc. 


To  teacb  us  bunjility  all  tbis  was  doije, 
To  learp  us  fron?  begce  baugbty  pride  for  to  sbttg, 
Tbe  n?ar>ger  His  cradle  Wbo  can?e  froip  aboye, 
Tbe  great  God  of  npercy,  of  peace  apd  of  loye. 

Cborus.  Tbeg  let  us,  Sc, 


Tbet)  preseptjy       tbe  sbepberds  did  spy, 
Vast  xjutpbers  of  angels  did  stapd  it)  tbe  sky  5 
So  njerry  were  talking,  so  sweety  did  sipg, 
" All  glory  apd  praise  to  tbe  beayepjy  Kir>g!» 

Cborus.  Tbep  let  us,  8c 
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Tbe  first  Nowell  tbe  Aggels  did  say, 

Was  to  certain  poor  sbepberds  it)  fields  as  tbey  lay, 

It)  fields  as  tbey  lay  keeping  tbeir  sbeep 

Ot)  a  cold  winter's  gigbt  tbat  was  so  deep. 

Cborus.  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT, 
Borg  is  tbe  Kir>g  of  Israel! 

Tbey  looked  up  ai)d  saw  a  star 
Sbi  W>S    tbc  East  beyopd  tben?  far, 
Apd  to  3)e  eartb  it  gave  great  ligbt, 
Ax?d  so  it  coptipued  botb  day  ai}d  i)igbt. 

Cborus,  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT, 
Bon?  is  tbe  Kigg  of  Israel ! 


Apd  by  tbe  ligbt  of  tbat  sanje  star 
Tbree  wise  rpep  caroe  fron)  country  far 
To  seek  for  a  Kipg  was  tbeir  h>tei)t, 
Apd  to  f611ow  tbe  star  wberever  it  wept. 

Cborus.  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT, 
Bor i?  is  tbe  Kipg  of  Israel ! 
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This  star  drew  pigb  to  the  North  West, 
O'er  Betblebeip  it  took  its  rest 
Apd  there  it  did  both  stop  apd  stay- 
Right  oyer  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

Chorus.  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT, 
Borp  is  the  Kipg  of  Israel ! 

Tbep  eptered  ip  those  Wise  Met?  three 
Full  reverently  upop  their  kpee 
Apd  offered  there  ip  his  presence 
Their  gold  apd  rpyrrb  apd  frapkipcepse. 

Chorus.  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT, 
Bon?  is  the  Kipg  of  Israel ! 

Tbep  let  us  all  with  or>e  accord 

Sipg  praises  to  our  Heayeply  Lord 

Who  hath  njade  Heavep  apd  earth  of  pougbt 

Apd  with  His  blood  ipapkipd  had)  bought. 

Chorus.  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT,  NowelT, 
Borp  is  the  Kipg  of  Israel ! 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL.  Air:  Row  well, ye  igarigers:  1603. 
Words  by  Lauregce  Houstgag.  1900. 
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Or)  Cbristnjas  gigbt  ii)  tbe  stable 

Tbe  beasts  were  bavigg  a  figbt 
As  to  wbicb  of  tbeip  all  was  able 

To  serye  our  Lord  arigbt, 
As  well  as  or  better  tbap  n?ortal  n>ag  5 

Cborus.  Sii)S  Josepb,  Joacbiro,  Mary  apd  Aw, 
Or)  Cbristipas  pigbt  it)  tbe  stable. 

Tbe  ox  got  up  agd  lowed, 

Said  be, "  I  gave  rx)y  bed 
Wbei)  Mary,Motber  of  God, 

Wisbed  tbere  to  lay  ber  bead ; 
So  was  I  our  Lady's  wanpipg  par)  5 » 

Cborus.  Sipg  Josepb,  Joacbin?,  Mary  ai)d  Ax)t), 
Or)  Cbristipas  pigbt  it?  tbe  stable. 


Tbe  lan>b  put  f&rtb  bis  bleat, 
Said  be,  "I  gave  ipy  wool 

To  coyer  ipy  Saviour's  ffcet 
Tb$y  were  so  beautiful  5 
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So  I  kept  warn?  the  Sop  of  Map  5 » 

Chorus.  Sipg  Joseph,  Joacbiip,  Mary  apd  App, 
Op  Christinas  pigbt  ip  the  stable. 

The  ass  stood  out  apd  brayed, 

Said  be,  *  Wbep  they  took  flight 
To  Egypt,  Child  apd  Maid 

I  bore  ip  a  sipgle  pigbt 
Faster  tbap  cancel  or  horse  I  rap  ; n 

Chorus.  Sipg  Joseph,  Joacbiip,  Mary  apd  Apr;, 
Op  Christmas  pigbt  ip  the  stable. 


Or)  Christinas  pigbt  ip  the  stable 

The  beasts  they  xpade  it  plaip 
That  if  they  ever  were  able 

They'd  do  it  oyer  agaip, 
As  well  as  or  better  thap  iportal  ipap  j 

Chorus.  Sipg  Joseph,  Joachiip,  Mary  apd  App, 
Op  Christipas  pight  ip  the  stable. 
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RECESSIONAL.       Wordsby  Rudyard  Kiplipg.  1897. 
Air:  O cotge,  O cotpe  Erpipapuel,  t5tb  Ceptury. 
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God  of  our  fathers,  kgowp  of  old, 

Lord  of  our  far~f lupg  battle-lipe: 
Bcpcatb  wbose  awful  Hapd  we  bold 

Don}ii?ioi}  oyer  paln>  apd  pipe- 
Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  witb  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget— lest  we  forget ! 


Tbe  tunjult  ar>d  tbe  sboutipg  dies  5 
Tbe  captains  apd  tbe  kipgs  depart : 

Still  stands  Tbit)e  apciept  sacrifice, 
hx)  buxpble  apd  a  coptrite  beart : 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  witb  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget— lest  we  forget! 
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Far~called  our  payies  ipelt  away; 
Op  dupe  apd  beadlapd  sipks  tbe  fire : 

Lo,  all  our  pon)p  of  yesterday- 
Is  ope  witt>  Nipeyeb  apd  Tyre ! 

J udge  of  tl)e  Nations,  spare  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget-lest  we  forget ! 

If,  drupk  witb  sight  of  power,  we  loose 
^  Wild  topgues  tbat  have  pot  Tbee  ip  awe, 
Sucb  boastipgs  as  tbe  Geptiles  use, 

Or  lesser  breeds  witbout  tbe  law- 
Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  witb  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget-lest  we  forget ! 

For  beatbep  bcart  tbat  puts  bcr  trust 
Ip  reekipg  tube  apd  irop  sbard, 

All  valiapt  dust  tbat  builds  op  dust, 
Apd  guardipg,  calls  pot  Tbee  to  guard, 

For  fraptic  boast  apd  foolisb  word- 
Tby  Mercy  op  Tby  People,  Lord!  Aipep. 
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AN  ODE.— THE  SPACIOUS  FIRMAMENT. 

Words  by  Addisop,  xZtt)  cet>tury-Air  by  Hopkips. 


I|  Jl  J'M  IJJ 

V  i 

Tbe  spacious  flrtpaipept  ot>  bigb> 
Witt)  all  tbe  blue  etbereal  sky, 
Apd  spapgled  beaveps,  a  sbipipg  fraipe, 
Tbeir  great  Original  proclaiip. 
W  upweari'd  sup,froip  day  to  day, 
Does  bis  Creator's  power  display^ 
Apd  publisbes,  to  every  lapd, 
Tbe  work  of  ap  Alipigbty  b»9d. 

Soop  as  tbe  eyepipg  sbades  prevail, 
Tbe  ipoop  takes  up  tbe  wopderous  tale: 
Apd  pigbtly  to  tbe  listepipg  eartb, 
Repeats  tbe  story  of  ber  birtb : 
Wbilst  all  tbe  stars  tbat  roupd  ber  burp, 
Apd  all  tbe  plapets,ip  tbeir  tun), 
Copfircp  tbe  tidipgs  as  tbqy  roll, 
Apd  spread  tbe  trutb  frorp  pole  to  pole. 

Wbat  tbougb,ii)  soleipp  silepce,all 
Moye  roupd  tbe  dark  terrestrial  ball, 
Wbat  tbougb,  90  real  voice,  por  soupd 
Atpidst  tbeir  radiapt  orbs  be  f&upd: 
Ip  Reason's  ear  tbey  all  rejoice, 
Apd  utter  fortb  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  sipgipg,  as  tb^y  sbipe, 
Tbe  bapd  tbat  ipade  us  is  Divide. 
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A  SONG  OF  TWELVE. 

Words  by  Laurepce  Housn?ap.  1903. 
Air:  <TY)Q  Leather  Bottcl.'  *6tb  or  xjft)  Cegtury. 


Wbei)  Cbrist  did  bis  disciples  call 
He  caused  tbent)  to  be  twelve, 

Ar>d  bere  ii>  God's  fair  gardei)  all 
He  bade  tbeii)  dig  az>d  delve. 

So  tbey  did  well  witb  a  will  5 
Apd,  willing  to  serve  Hin?  still, 
Epdured  tbrougb  good  apd  ill 
For  our  dear  Lord  wbo  called  tberp. 
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Now  Peter  was  tbe  first  be  n?et 

Of  all  tbat  noble  crew; 
And,  casting  by  bis  fisbing~net, 

Witb  bin?  can?e  Andrew,  too. 

And  tbey  did  well  witb  a  will  j 
And,  willing  to  serye  fiiin  still, 
Endured  tbrougb  good  and  ill 
For  our  dear  Lord  wbo  called  tbein. 


Tben  after  tbese  He  cbose  out  Jobn, 
And  joined  witb  bin?  can?e  Jan?es : 

Tbey  left  tbe  sbip  tbat  tbey  were  on 
To  win  tben?  nobler  nan?es. 

And  tbey  did  well  witb  a  will 
And,  willing  to  serye  Hint?  still, 
Endured  tbrougb  good  and  ill 
For  our  dear  Lord  wbo  called  tben?. 


And  after  tbese  in  a  yery  sbort  wbile 

Our  Lord  did  call  apart 
Natbaniel,  be  tbat  knew  no  guile, 

And  Mattbew  fron?  tbe  n?art. 

So  tbey  did  well  witb  a  will  j 
And,  willing  to  serve  fiin?  still, 
Endured  tbrougb  good  and  ill 
For  our  dear  Lord  wbo  called  tben?. 
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Apd  tbep  carpe  Pbilip,  apd  tbet>  catpe  Jude, 

Apd  Tborpas  without  a  doubt, 
Wbep  Cbrist,  wbo  loves  pot  solitude, 

For  comrades  called  then?  out. 

Apd  tbey  did  well  witb  a  will  $ 
Apd,  willing  to  serve  Hiip  still, 
Epdured  tbrougb  good  apd  ill 
For  our  dear  Lord  wbo  called  tbetp. 


Apd  last  of  all,  of  saintly  parses 
Wbicb  ipep  baye  cause  to  bless, 

He  called  op  Siipop  apd  op  Jaipes, 
Tbe  wbicb  was  Jaipes  tbe  less. 

Apd  tbey  did  well  witb  a  will  j 
Apd,  willing  to  serve  Hiip  still, 
Epdured  tbrougb  good  apd  ill 
For  our  dear  Lord  wbo  called  tbetp. 


But  our  dear  Lord  bad  pot  forgot 

Tbe  last  price  to  be  paid, 
Wbep  He  cbose  Judas  Iscariot 

By  wborp  to  be  betrayed. 

Apd  be  did  wropg  witb  a  will  $ 
Apd,  willing  bis  lot  to  fill, 
Epdured  to  work  tbat  ill 
Op  our  dear  Lord  wbo  called  bitp. 


But  wben  upon  tbose  saints  did  fall 
Tbe  gift  of  tongues  froin  beaven, 

It  pleased  not  our  Lord  at  all 
For  twelve  to  find  eleven. 

And  so  it  canje  to  pass, 
On  Pentecost  at  inass, 
Tbey  chose  out  Mattbias— 
For  our  dear  Lord  bad  called  bin?« 


And  wben  tbe  twely  e  were  tbus  complete, 
Tbe  Cburcb  of  Cbrist  began? 

And  loud  tbey  told  it)  field  and  street 
Tbe  Word  of  Life  to  roan : 

So  bearken  all  witb  a  will, 
Ai)d,  willing  to  serve  bin?  still, 
Endure  tbrougb  good  and  ill- 
For  our  dear  Lord  bas  called  you. 
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THE  SNOW  LAY  ON  THE  GROUND. 

Words  Traditional. 
Air  by  Josepb  Moorat.  1902, 
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Tbe  spow  lay  op  tbe  ground,  tbe  stars  sbope  brigbt, 
Wbep  Christ  Our  Lord  was  hort)  op  Cbristipas  pigbt. 

Yepite,  adorerpus  Dorpipuip. 

'Twas  Mary,  daughter  pure  of  Holy  Appe, 
Tbat  brought  ipto  tbis  world  tbe  God  ipade  ipap. 
Yepite,  adoreipus  Doipipuip. 

Sbe  laid  bi*P  ip  a  stall  at  Betblebeipj 
Tbe  ass  apd  oxep  shared  tbe  roof  witb  tbeip. 
Yepite,  adoreipus  Dorpipuip. 

St.  J osepb  too  was  by  to  tepd  tbe  Cbild, 
To  guard  Hiip  apd  protect  His  Mother  ipild. 

Vepite,  adoreipus  Doipipuip. 

Tbe  Apgels  bovered  roupd,  apd  supg  tbis  sopg,- 
Yepite,  adoreipus  Doipipuip. 

Yepite,  adoreipus  Doipipuip. 

Apd  tbep  tbat  ipapger  poor  becaipe  a  tbrope, 
For  He  wboip  Mary  bore  was  God  tbe  Sop. 
Yepite,  adoreipus  Doipipuip. 

O  coipe  tbep,  let  us  joip  tbe  beaveply  bost, 
To  praise  tbe  Fatber,  Sop,  apd  Holy  Gbost. 
Yepite,  adoretpus  Doipipuip. 
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IN  DULCI IUBILO. 

Words  frorp  tbe  Gerrpai).  Air:  14th  cei)tury. 
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It)  dulci  iubilo, 

Now  sh)g  we  all  io : 

He  noy  loye,  n?y  wopder, 

Li'tb  it)  presepio, 

Like  ar>y  supbean),  yoi)der 

Matris  ir>  grenjio : 

Alpba  es  et  O, 

Alpbaes  etO, 


O  Patris  Caritas, 

ONatilei)itas$ 

All  witb  us  was  over, 

Per  r>ostra  crin)ii)a : 

But  tbei)  tbou  didst  recover 

Celorun)  gaudia : 

O  tbat  we  were  tbere ! 

O  tbat  we  were  tbere 


0  Jesuparyule, 

1  yearrj  for  tbee  alway : 
Lister)  to  njy  ditty, 

O  puer  optirpe, 
Haye  pity  ot)  n)e,  pity : 
O  prigceps  glorie, 
Traben>epostte. 
Trabeipepostte. 


CIbi  sui)t  gaudia 
If  tbat  tbey  be  pot  tbere? 
Aggels  tbere  are  sii)gii)g, 
Nova  cai)tica. 

Sweet  bells  tbe  wbile  a~rii)gii)g 

It)  regis  curia: 

O  tbat  we  were  tbere ! 

O  tbat  we  were  tbere ! 
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AT  DEAD  OF  NIGHT. 

Words  by  Laurence  Housrnan.  1904. 

Air:  'In  Dulci  Jubilo.' 


At  dead  of  nigbt,  lo  ye,  lo  ye ! 
Wben  snow  lay  wbite  and  fair  to  see, 
Tben  down  to  eartb  canje  Gabriel, 

Carne  Gabriel,  catnc  Gabriel, 
And  sang  n?an  npirtb  and  wisbed  bin?  well, 
For  Cbrist  His  Birtb  be  catne  to  tell, 

Wbile  Joy  and  Peace  were  dawning 
At  dawn  of  Cbristipas  Day! 


At  dead  of  nigbt,  lo  ye,  lo  ye! 

A  njaiden  brigbt  and  fSir  to  see 

Hatb  brougbt  to  ligbt  ber  first-born  Son, 

Her  first-born  Son,  ber  first-born  Son, 
And  in  a  njanger  laid  Hint?  down. 
So  sin  and  danger  get  you  gone ! 

Wbile  Joy  and  Peace  are  dawning 

At  dawn  of  Cbristinas  Day ! 


At  dead  of  nigbt,  lo  ye,  lo  ye ! 
A  Babe  all  brigbt  and  fair  to  see 
Hatb  con?e  to  ligbt !  Now  sing, 4  Noel f  I 

Now  sing, 4  Noel f !  Now  sing, 4  Noel ' ! 
Froin  Heaven  above,  wbicb  loved  Hinj  well, 
Of  God  His  Loye  He  conjes  to  tell, 

Wbile  Joy  and  Peace  are  dawning 
At  dawn  of  Cbristnjas  Day! 
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GOOD  KING  WENCESLAS.  Words  by  Dr.  Neate. 

Air:  <Ten>pus  adest  Floridun?.? 


mi 

  Mi  a 

Good  Kh)g  Wegceslas  look'd  out 

Or>  tbe  feast  of  Stepbeg, 
Whet?  tbe  spow  lay  rourjd  about 

Deep,  ar>d  crisp,  apd  evei). 
Brigbtly  sbope  tbc  n?oop  tbat  i)igbt, 

Tbougb  tbe  frost  was  cruel, 
Wber)  a  poor  n?ap  caipe  it)  sigbt 

Gatb'ripg  winter  fuel. 


"  Hitber,  page,  apd  stai)d  by  n)e, 

If  tbou  kpowest  it,  tellii)g, 
Yoi)der  peasapt,  wbo  is  be? 

Wberc  ai)d  wbat  bis  dwelling? 99 
"  Sire,  be  liyes  a  good  league  bei)ce, 

Upderpeatb  tbe  tt)oui)taii)$ 
Rigbt  against  tbe  forest  fepce, 

By  Sah)t  Agpes's  foui)taii)." 
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u  Bripg  ipe  flesb,  apd  bripg  ipe  wipe, 

Bripg  ipe  pipe-logs  bitter  5 
Tbou  apd  I  will  see  bin?  dipe, 

Wbep  we  bear  tbeip  tbitbcr." 
Page  apd  ipoparcb  iortb  tbey  wept, 

Fortb  tbey  wept  together, 
Tbrougb  tbe  rude  wipd's  wild  latpept, 

Apd  tbe  bitter  weatber. 


"Sire,  tbe  pigbt  is  darker  pow, 

Apd  tbe  wipd  blows  stropger  $ 
Fails  rpy  beart,  I  kpow  pot  bow, 

I  cap  go  po  lopger." 
u  Mark  ipy  footsteps,  good  ipy  page, 

Tread  tbou  ip  tbeip  boldly : 
Tbou  sbalt  fipd  tbe  wipter's  rage 

Freeze  tby  blood  less  coldly." 


Ip  bis  Master's  steps  be  trod 

Wbere  tbe  spow  lay  diptedj 
Heat  was  ip  tbe  yery  sod 

Wbicb  tbe  saipt  bad  pripted. 
Tberefore  Cbristiap  ipep,  be  sure, 

Wealtb  or  rapk  possessipg, 
Ye  wbo  pow  will  bless  tbe  poor 

Sball  yourselyes  fipd  blessipg. 


REMEMBER,  O  THOU  MAN.  i6tt. 

Air  by  Ravepscroft. 
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Rerperpber,  O  tbou  mar?,  O  tbou  rpap,  O  tbou  rpap : 
Rerperpber,  O  tbou  rpap,  tby  tirpe  is  spept. 

Rerperpber,  O  tbou  rpap,  bow  tbou  art  dead  apd  gope : 
Apd  I  did  wbat  I  car?,  therefore  repept. 


Rerperpber  Adarp's  fall,  O  tbou  rpap,  O  tbou  rpap: 
Rerperpber  Adarp's  fall,  frorp  beaver?  to  bell  5 

Rerperpber  Adarp's  fall,  bow  we  were  copderpped  all 
Ip  bell  perpetual  tbere  for  to  dwell. 


Rerperpber  God's  goodness,  O  tbou  rpap,  O  tbou  rpap : 
Rerperpber  God's  goodpess  apd  bis  prorpise  rpadej 

Rerperpber  God's  goodpess,  bow  be  sept  bis  Sop,  doubtless 
Our  sips  for  to  redress  5— Be  pot  afraid. 


Tbe  apgels  all  did  sipg,  O  tbou  xpap,  O  tbou  rpap $ 
Tbe  apgels  all  did  sipg  upop  tbe  sbepberds'  bill? 

Tbe  apgels  all  did  sipg  praises  to  our  beayeply  Kipg, 
Apd  peace  to  rpap  liyipg,  witb  a  good  will. 
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Tbe  sbepberds  acpazed  were,  O  tbou  n?ar>,  O  tbou  n>ar> ; 

Tbe  sbepberds  aroazed  were,  to  bear  tbe  angels  sitjg ; 
Tbe  sbepberds  arpazed  were,  bow  it  sbould  coipe  to  pass, 

Tbat  Cbrist,  our  Messias,  sbould  be  our  Kipg. 


To  Betblen?  tbey  did  go,  O  tbou  n?ai?,  O  tbou  njap  j 
To  Bctblen?  tbey  did  go,  tbe  sbepberds  tbree ; 

To  Betblen?  tbey  did  go,  to  see  wb'er  it  were  so  or  t)o, 
Wbetber  Cbrist  were  borr>  or  go,  to  set  n?ai>  free. 


As  tbe  aggels  before  did  say,  O  tbou  n?ag,  O  tbou  n>ai?  $ 
As  tbe  apgels  before  did  say,  so  it  caipe  to  passj 

As  tbe  apgels  before  did  say,  tbey  fougd  a  babe  wbere  it  lay, 
I17  a  rpapger,  wrapped  it)  bay,  so  poor  be  was. 


It)  Betbleip  be  was  bori),  O  tbou  noat?,  O  tbou  tx>at)  5 
It)  Betbleip  be  was  bon>  for  tt)at)kit)d's  sake  5 

It)  Betblen?  be  was  borp  for  us  tbat  were  forlort? 
Apd  tberefore  took  t)o  score?  our  flesb  to  take. 


Giye  tbapks  to  God  always,  O  tbou  n>ai>,  O  tbou  xpai?  j 
Give  tbapks  to  God  witb  beart  njost  joyfully  5 

Giye  tbapks  to  God  alway,  for  tbis  our  bappy  day- 
Let  all  ipep  sii?g  apd  say,  Holy,  boly. 
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THE  HYMN  OF  S.  FRANCIS. 


Praise,  O  praise  our  God  agd  Kii)g$ 
Hya)X)S  of  adoratiop  sipgj 

For  His  n^ercies  still  endure 
Ever  faithful,  eyer  sure. 


Praise  Hits?  that  be  njade  tbe  sup 
Day  by  day  bis  course  to  rug  $ 

For  His  njercies  still  egdure 
Ever  faitbful,  eyer  sure. 


Kt)d  tbe  silver  19009  by  pigbt, 
SbipiPS  witb  ber  geptle  ligbtj 

For  His  npercies  still  egdure 
Ever  faitbful,  ever  sure. 
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Praise  Hitr)  that  He  gaye  the  rah) 
To  npature  tbe  swelling  graii) $ 

For  His  njercies  still  er>dure 
Eyer  faithful,  eyer  sure  5 


Apd  bath  bid  tbe  fruitful  field 
Crops  of  precious  increase  yield  j 

For  His  njercies  still  endure 
Eyer  faithful,  eyer  sure. 


Praise  Hin>  for  our  baryest~store, 
He  bath  fill'd  the  garner-floor  5 

For  His  igercies  still  endure 
Eyer  faithful,  eyer  sure. 


Let  us  tbei)  with  gladsonje  n?ii)d 
Praise  the  Lord  for  be  is  kii?d. 

For  bis  njercies  still  epdure 
Eyer  faithful,  eyer  sure. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  THREE  CHILDREN  IN  THE 
OYEN.  Fron>  tbe  Apocbrypba. 

Tope  viii.  2. 
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Alternative  Tope. 


Peregriijus. 
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Blessed  art  tbou,  O  Lord  God  of  our  fathers : 
Ar>d  to  be  praised  and  exalted  aboye  all  for  ever. 
And  blessed  is  tby  glorious  and  boly  Naine : 
And  to  be  praised  and  exalted  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
Blessed  art  tbou  in  tbe  tetnple  of  tbipe  boly  glory: 
And  to  be  praised  and  glorified  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
Blessed  art  tbou  tbat  beboldetb  tbe  deptbs, 
And  sittest  upon  tbe  Cberubhns, 
And  to  be  praised  and  exalted  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
Blessed  art  tbou  on  tbe  glorious  Tbrone  of  tby  kingdoine: 
And  to  bee  praised  and  glorified  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
Blessed  art  tbou  in  tbe  firnjanjept  of  beaver; : 
And  aboye  all  to  be  praised  and  glorified  for  eyer. 
O  all  yee  workes  of  tbe  Lorde,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
O  ye  beayeps,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
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O  yee  Aggels  of  tbe  Lord,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  ever. 

O  all  ye  waters  tbat  be  above  tbe  beaveg,  blesse  yee  tbe  I2rd : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  ever. 

O  yee  Sugge  agd  Mooge,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  eyer. 

O  ye  starres  of  beaveg,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  eyer. 

O  every  sbowre  agd  dew,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  ever. 

O  all  ye  wigdes,  blesse  yee  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  ever. 

O  yee  fire  agd  beate,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  ever. 

O  ye  Wigter  agd  Sun?n?er,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 

O  ye  dewes  agd  stom?es  of  sgow,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 

O  ye  gigbts  agd  dayes,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord: 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  ever. 

O  ye  ligbt  agd  darkegesse,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 

O  yee  yee  agd  colde,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  ever. 

O  ye  ligbtgiggs  agd  clouds,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 

O  let  tbe  eartb  blesse  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  ever. 

O  ye  igougtaiges  agd  little  bils,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 

O  yee  fougtaiges,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord: 

Praise  agd  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  ever. 
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O  ye  seas  and  riyers,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 

Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  ever. 
O  ye  wbales  and  all  tbat  inooye  in  tbe  waters,  blesse  ye  tbe 
Lord: 

Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  ever. 
O  all  ye  foules  of  tbe  aire,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
O  all  ye  beasts  and  cattell,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bi*9  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
O  ye  cbildren  of  n?en,  blesse  yee  tbe  Lord: 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
O  Israel  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  above  all  for  ever. 
O  ye  priests  of  tbe  Lord,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
O  ye  servants  of  tbe  Lord,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer. 
O  ye  spirits  and  soules  of  tbe  rigbteous,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord : 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  ever. 
O  Ananias,  Azarias,  and  Misael,  blesse  ye  tbe  Lord, 
Praise  and  exalt  bin?  aboye  all  for  eyer  j 
For  bee  batb  delivered  us  fron?  bell, 
And  saved  us  fron?  tbe  band  of  deatbj 
And  delivered  us  out  of  ft\e  n?ids  of  foe  furnace,  (and)  burn- 
ins  flarpe: 

Even  out  of  tbe  n?ids  of  tbe  fire  b»tb  be  delivered  us. 

O  give  tbanks  unto  tbe  Lord,  because  be  is  gracious : 

For  bis  n?ercie  enduretb  for  ever. 

O  all  ye  tbat  worsbip  tbe  Lord,  blesse  tbe  God  of  gods, 

Praise  bin?,  and  giye  bin?  tbanks : 

For  bis  n?ercie  enduretb  for  eyer. 
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ALL  PEOPLE  THAT  ON  EARTH  DO  DWELL. 

Words  by  Rev.  W.  Keith. 
Air:  Old  Hundredth  fron?  the  Gepevap  Psalter.  1543. 
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All  people  that  op  earth  do  dwell, 
Sipg  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice  $ 
Hiip  serye  with  ipirtb,  His  praise  forth  tell, 
Coipe  ye  before  Hhp  apd  rejoice. 


Kpow  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed; 
Without  our  aid  He  did  us  ipake; 
We  are  His  flock,  He  dotb  us  feed, 
Apd  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 


O  epter  tbep  His  gates  with  praise, 
Approach  with  joy  His  courts  uptoj 
Praise,  laud,  apd  bless  His  Narpe  always, 
For  it  is  seeiply  so  to  do. 


For  why?  the  Lord  our  God  is  goodj 
His  ipercy  is  for  ever  sure  5 
His  truth  at  all  tiipes  firrply  stood, 
Apd  shall  frotp  age  to  age  epdure. 
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AS  I  SAT  OH  A  SUNNY  BANK. 

Hertfordshire  Traditional, 


Fjf  J^J*fli 

^  1 

As  I  sat  op  a  suppy  bapk,  a  suppy  bapk,  a  suppy  bapk, 

As  I  sat  op  a  suppy  bapk, 

Op  Cbristipas  Day  ip  tbe  tporpipg. 


I  saw  tbree  sbips  coipe  sailipgip,  coipe  sailipg  ip,  coipe  sail- 
ipg  ip? 

I  saw  tbree  sbips  coipe  sailipg  ip, 

Op  Cbristipas  Day  ip  tbe  tporpipg. 


I  asked  tbeip  wbat  tbey  bad  ip,  wbat  tbey  bad  ip,  wbat  tb^y 
bad  ip, 

I  asked  tbeip  wbat  tbey  bad  ip, 

Op  Cbristipas  Day  ip  tbe  tporpipg. 
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Tbe<y  said  tbey  bad  tbe  Saviour  ip,  tbe  Saviour  ip,  tbe 

Sayiour  it), 
Tbcy  said  tbey  bad  tbc  Saviour  it), 
Ot)  Cbristipas  Day  it)  tbe  iporpipg. 


I  asked  tbeip  wbere  tbcy  foupd  Hiip,  wbcre  tbey  foupd  Hiip, 

wbcrc  tbcy  foupd  Hiip, 
I  asked  tbeip  wbere  tbey  foupd  Hiip, 
Ot)  Cbristipas  Day  it)  tbc  iporpipg. 


Tbqy  said  tbcy  foupd  Hiip  it)  Betbleben?,  ip  Betblebeip,  it) 

Betblebeip, 
Tbcy  said  tbey  foupd  Hiip  it)  Betblebeip, 

Ot)  Cbristipas  Day  it)  tbc  iporpipg. 

Now  all  tbc  bells  09  eartb  sball  ripg,  op  eartb  sball  ripg,  op 

eartb  sball  ripg, 
Now  all  tbe  bells  op  eartb  sball  ripg, 

Op  Cbristipas  Day  ip  tbe  iporpipg. 


Apdall  tbe  apgels  ipHeavep  sball  sipg,  ipHeavep  sball  sipg, 

ip  Heavep  sball  sipg, 
Apd  all  tbc  apgels  ip  Heavep  sball  sipg, 

Op  Cbristipas  Day  ip  tbe  iporpipg. 


GOD  REST  YE,  MERRY  GENTLEMEN. 

Traditional. 
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God  rest  ye,  tperry  geptlerpep,  let  potbipg  you  disipay  j 
Rerperpber  Christ,  our  Saviour,  was  borr;  op  Cbristipas 
day, 

To  sayc  poor  souls  fron?  Satar/s  power,  wbicb  lopg  bave 
gope  astray, 

Apd  it's  tidipgs  of  coipfort  apd  joy. 

Froip  God  that  is  our  Father  tbe  blessed  apgels  caipe, 
Upto  soipe  certaip  sbepberds  witb  tidipgs  of  the  saipe, 
Tbat  tbere  was  borp  ip  Betbleben?  fitve  Sop  of  God  by  paxpe, 

Apd  it's  tidipgs  of  coipfort  apd  joy. 
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" Go,  fear  pot; "  said  God's  apgel,  "let  potbipg  you  affrigbt, 
For  there's  Ope  borp  ip  Betbleberp,  of  a  pure  Virgipbrigbt, 
Ope  able  to  adyapce  you,  apd  tbrow  dowp  Satap  quite," 

Apd  it's  tidipgs  of  corpfort  apd  joy. 

Tbe  sbepberds  at  tbose  tidipgs  rejoiced  rpucb  ip  rpipd, 
Apd  left  tbeir  flocks  a~feedipg  ip  terppest  storrps  of  wipdj 
Apd  straigbt  tbey  carpe  to  Betbleberp,^  Sop  of  God  to  fipd. 

Apd  it's  tidipgs  of  corpfort  apd  joy. 

Now,  wbep  tbey  carpe  to  Betbleberp,  wbere  our  sweet  Sa- 
yiour  lay, 

Tbey  foupd  Hirp  ip  a  rpapger,  wbcre  oxep  fed  op  bay  5 
Tbey  blessed  tbe  Yirgip,  kpeelipg  dowp,  apd  to  tbe  Lord 
did  pray, 

Apd  it's  tidipgs  of  corpfort  apd  joy. 

Witb  suddep  joy  apd  gladpess  the  sbepberds  were  beguiled, 
To  see  tbe  babe  of  Israel  before  His  rpotber  rpildj 
O,  tbep,  witb  joy  apd  cbeerfulpess,  rejoice  eacb  rpotber's 
cbild. 

Apd  it's  tidipgs  of  corpfort  apd  joy. 

God  bless  tbe  ruler  of  tbis  bouse,  &  sepd  bin?  lopg  to  reigp, 
Apd  rpapy  a  rperry  Cbristrpas  rpay  liye  to  see  agaip, 
Aipopg  your  friepds  apd  kipdred,  tbat  live  botbfar  8?  pear, 

Apd  God  sepd  you  a  bappy  New  Year. 
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psalm  cm. 


Tops  yiii.  2. 


o 


Alterpative  Tope, 


Peregripus. 


1  PRAISE  the  Lord,  O  ipy  soul :  apd  all  tbat  is  witbip  tpe 
praise  bis  holy  Naipe. 

2  Praise  tb©  Lord,  O  ipy  soul :  82  forget  pot  all  bis  benefits  5 

3  Wbo  forgiyetb  all  tby  sip :  8S  bealetb  all  tbipe  ipfiripitiesj 

4  Wbo  savetb  tby  life  froip  destruction :  apd  crowpetb  tbee 
witb  ipercy  apd  loyipg-kipdpessj 

5  Wbo  satisfietb  tby  ipoutb  witb  good  tbipgs :  ipakipg  tbee 
youpg  apd  lusty  as  ap  eagle. 

6  Tbc  Lord  executetb  rigbteouspess  apd  judgipept :  for  all 
tberp  tbat  are  oppressed  witb  wropg^ 

7  He  sbowed  bis  ways  upto  Moses :  bis  works  upto  fhG  cbil~ 
drep  of  Israel. 

8  Tbc  Lord  is  full  of  corppassiop  &  tpercy :  lopgssufferipg, 
apd  of  great  goodpess. 

9  He  will  pot  alway  be  cbidipg  :  peitber  keepetb  be  bis 
apger  for  eyer. 
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;o  He  batb  not  dealt  with  us  after  our  sins :  nor  rewarded 
us  according  to  our  wickednesses. 

t  \  For  look  bow  bigb  tbe  beayen  is  in  comparison  of  tbe 
eartb :  so  great  is  bis  n?ercy  also  toward  tben?  tbat  fear  bin?. 

\ 2  Look  bow  wide  also  tbe  east  is  fron?  tbe  west :  so  far  batb 
be  set  our  sips  fron?  us. 

13  Yea,  like  as  a  fatber  pitietb  bis  own  cbildren :  eyen  so  is 
tbe  Lord  n?erciful  unto  tben?  tbat  fear  bin?. 

14  For  be  knowetb  wbereof  we  are  n?ade :  be  ren?en?beretb 
tbat  we  are  but  dust. 

15  Tbe  days  of  n?ap  are  but  as  grass :  for  be  flourisbetb  as  a 
flower  of  tbe  field. 

16  For  as  soon  as  tbe  wind  goetb  oyer  it,  it  is  gone :  and  tbe 
place  tbereof  sball  know  it  no  n?ore. 

17  But  tbe  n?erciful  goodness  of  tbe  Lord  enduretb  for  eyer 
and  eyer  upon  tben?  tbat  fear  bin? :  and  bis  rigbteousness 
upon  cbildren's  cbildren  $ 

t<5  Eyen  sucb  as  keep  bis  covenant  :  and  tbink  upon  bis 
con?n?andn?ents  to  do  tben?. 

19  Tbe  Lord  batb  prepared  bis  seat  in  beayen :  &  bis  king- 
don?  ruletb  oyer  all. 

20  O  praise  tbe  Lord,  ye  angels  of  bis,  ye  tbat  excel  in 
strengtb  :  ye  tbat  fulfil  bis  con?n?andn?ent,  and  bearken 
unto  tbe  yoice  of  bis  words. 

2 1  O  praise  tbe  Lord,  all  ye  bis  bosts :  ye  servants  of  bis  tbat 
do  bis  pleasure. 

22  O  speak  good  of  tbe  ISrd,  all  ye  works  of  bis,  in  all  places 
of  bis  don?h?ion :  praise  tbou  tbe  Lord,  O  n?y  soul. 
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CAROL.  Words,  Mediaeval  Traditional. 

Air : i  Au  clair  de  la  lupe/  Frencb  traditional. 


(fe  J  J  Jll^tTT-1  J  |  J-  i'l  J  J  J  JlJ 


ran 

J  J  J  ^ 

*  7 

C  4 

 'i 

9-0 

— ^ 
o 

Adan?  lay  i~bowndyn,  bowndyn  in  a  bopdj 
Fowre  thousand  winter  tbowt  be  pot  too  long. 

And  al  was  for  an  appil,  at)  appil  tbat  be  took, 
As  derkes  f  yndyn  wretyn  in  bere  booke. 

Ne  badde  tbc  appil  take  bei),  tbe  appil  taken  ben  5 
Ne  bad  never  our  lady  a  bene  bcvene  qwen. 

Blyssid  be  tbe  titpe  tbat  appil  take  was! 
Tberfore  we  rpowp  syngyp  Deo  gracias. 
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SONGS  OF  THE  SEA,  *  *  * 


EING  PART  THE 
SECOFD  OF  TIE 
SOFG  BOOK  OF 
THE  GUILD  OF 


HANDICRAFT. 


THE  GOLDEN  VANITY. 


Devonshire  traditional. 


There  was  a  ship  can?e  frono  the  north  country, 

And  the  natne  of  the  ship  was  the  Golden  Vanity, 

And  they  feared  she  inigbt  be  taker;  by  the  Turkisb  eneiny 

Tbat  sails  upon  tbe  Lowland,  Lowland, 
That  sails  upon  tbe  Lowland  sea. 

Then  up  tbere  carpe  a  little  cabin  boy, 

And  be  said  to  tbe  skipper, "  What  will  you  give  to  nje, 

If  I  swin?  alongside  of  tbe  Turkisb  eneiny, 

And  sink  ber  in  tbe  Lowland,  Lowland, 
And  sink  ber  in  tbe  Lowland  sea  7 99 


"OI  will  give  you  silver,  and  I  will  give  you  gold, 
And  coy  only  daughter  your  bride  for  to  be, 
If  youll  swhn  alongsidepf  tbe  Turkisb  eneipy? 

And  sink  ber  in  tbe  Lowland,  Lowland, 
And  sink  ber  in  tbe  Lowland  sea." 
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Tben  tbe  boy  inade  bin?  ready,  and  overboard  sprang  be, 

And  be  swan?  alongside  of  tbe  Turkisb  eneiny, 

And  witb  bis  auger  sbarp  in  ber  side  be  bored  boles  tbree, 

And  be  sank  ber  in  tbe  Lowland,  Lowland, 
And  be  sank  ber  in  tbe  Lowland  sea. 

Tben  tbe  boy  turned  round,  and  back  again  swan?  be, 

And  be  cried  out  to  tbe  skipper  of  tbe  Golden  Vanity  5 

But  tbe  skipper  did  not  beed,  for  bis  pron?ise  be  would  need  5 

And  be  left  bin?  in  tbe  Lowland,  Lowland, 
And  be  left  bin?  in  tbe  Lowland  sea. 

Tben  tbe  boy  swan?  round,  and  caine  to  tbe  port  side, 
And  be  looked  up  at  bis  n?essn?ates,  and  bitterly  be  cried, 
"  O  inessinates  take  ine  up,  for  Fin  drifting  witb  tbe  tide, 

And  Fn?  sinking  in  tbe  Lowland,  Lowland, 
And  Fin  sinking  in  tbe  Lowland  sea! » 

Tben  bis  inessinates  took  bio?  up,  but  on  tbe  deck  be  died  j 
And  tbey  sewed  bin?  in  bis  ban?n?ock  tbat  was  so  large  &  wide, 
And  tbeylowered  binjoverboard-but  bedrifted  witb  ftve  tide, 

And  be  sank  beneatb  tbe  Lowland,  Lowland, 
And  be  sank  beneatb  tbe  Lowland  sea. 
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FAREWELL  AND  ADIEU.  Seamen's  traditional. 


Farewell  and  Adieu,  all  you  fine  Spanisb  ladies : 

Farewell  and  Adieu,  all  you  ladies  of  Spain  5 
For  we're  under  orders  to  sail  for  old  England* 

And  perbaps  we  ipay  never  inore  see  you  again. 

Cborus.  Well  rant  ana  we'll  roar  like  true  Britisb  sailors, 
We'll  range  and  well  roan?  oyer  all  tbe  salt  seas, 
Ur?til  we  strike  soundings  in  tbe  Cbannel  of  England: 
Froin  Usbarjt  to  Scilly  'tis  tbirty~five  leagues. 

We  bove  our  sbip  to  wben  tbe  wind  was  sou'~west,  boys, 
We  bove  our  sbip  to  for  to  strike  soundings  clear  j 

Tben  we  filled  our  njaip-topsail  and  bore  rigbt  away,  boys, 0 
And  away  up  tbe  Cbannel  our  course  we  did  steer. 

Cborus.  We'll  rapt,  Sc. 

Tbe  first  land  we  ipade  it  is  known  as  tbe  Deadinan, 

Next  Ran?  Head  pear  Plyjnoutb,  Start,  Portland,  8  Wigbt  ? 

We  sailed  past  Beacby,  past  Fairly  and  Dupgeness, 
And  tben  bore  away  for  tbe  Soutb  Foreland  Ligbt. 

Cborus.  We'll  rant,  S!c. 

Tben  tbe  signal  was  tpade  for  tbe  grand  fleet  to  ancbor, 

All,  all  in  tbe  Downs  tbat  nigbt  for  to  ineetj 
So  stand  by  your  stoppers :  see  clear  your  sbank-painters  • 

Haul  all  your  clue-garnets,  stick  out  tacks  and  sbeets. 
Cborus.  We'll  rant,  Sc. 

Now  let  every  n?an  toss  off  a  full  buinper, 

Now  let  every  n?an  toss  off  a  full  bowl  5 
For  we  will  be  jolly  and  drown  njelancboly 

Witb  a  bealtb  to  eacb  jovial  and  true-bearted  soul. 
Cborus.  Well  rant,  Sc.  bottorn. 
0  Alternative  line :  Tbere  was  iorty~five  fatborns  ffi  a  clear  sandy 
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MY  JOHNNY  WAS  A  SHOEMAKER. 


My  Jobwy  was  a  sboecpaker,  at>d  dearly  be  loved  n?e$ 
My  Jobwy  was  a  sboeipaker,  *>t*t  P©w  be's  gope  to  sea? 

With  pasty  pitcb  to  soil  bis  bapds  j 

Apd  sail  upor;  tbe  stonpy  sea. 

My  Jobwy  was  a  sboenpaker. 


His  jacket  was  a  deep  sky  blue,  ai?d  curly  was  bis  bair, 
His  jacket  was  a  deep  sky  blue,  it  was  I  do  declare. 

To  reef  tbe  topsail  pow  be's  gope  j 

Ar)d  sail  across  tbe  stonpy  sea. 

My  Job wy  was  a  sboerpaker. 


Ax)d  be  will  be  a  captaig  by  apd  bye,  witb  a  brave  &  gallant  crew, 
Ax)d  be  will  be  a  captaii?  by  at)d  bye,  witb  a  sword  8?  spyglass  too. 

Ax)d  wbep  be  is  a  captaip  bold 

Hell  conje  back  to  roarry  xqq. 

My  JobTOy  was  a  sboeipaker. 
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BLOW  THE  MAN  DOWN. 


Searpcp's  cbapty. 


Solo.  Ill  sipg  you  a  sopg,  a  good  sopg  of  tbe  sea, 
Chorus.  To  tpy  aye,  ob,  blow  tbe  tpap  dowp ! 
Solo.  Apd  trust  tbat  you'll  joip  ip  tbe  cborus  witb  *pe ; 
Cborus.  Giye  ipe  sorpe  tirpe  to  blow  tbe  rpap  dowp. 

Tbere  was  ap  old  skipper,  I  dop't  kpow  bis  parpe, 
To  rpy  aye,  ob>  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
Altbougb  be  opce  played  a  remarkable  garpe, 
Giye  ipe  sorpe  tirpe  to  blow  tbe  float?  dowp. 

For  bis  sbip  lay  becalrped  ip  tbe  tropical  seas, 
To  tpy  ay^  ob>  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
Apd  be  wbistled  all  day,  but  ip  vaip,  for  a  breeze. 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tirpe  to  blow  tbe  rpap  dowp. 

But  a  seal  beard  bis  wbistle  apd  loudj^  did  call, 
To  rpy  aye,  ob>  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
"  Roll  up  your  wbite  capvas,  jib,  spapker,  apd  all," 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tirpe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 

Ill  bripg  soipe  good  fisb  to  consult,  if  you  please, 
To  roy  aye,  ob>  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
Tbe  best  way  to  get  you  a  pice  little  breeze," 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  rpap  dowp. 

Tbe  first  fisb  to  coipe  was  a  boary  old  sbark, 
To  roy  aye,  ob>  blow  tbe  rpap  dowp ! 
Sayipg,  "HI  eat  you  up  if  you  play  apy  lark," 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tirpe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 

Tbe  pext  was  a  wbale,  aye,  tbe  biggest  of  all, 
To  tpy  aye,  ob>  blow  tbe  rpap  dowp ! 
He  cHrpbed  up  aloft  apd  be  let  eacb  sail  fall, 
Giye  ipe  sorpe  tirpe  to  blow  tbe  rpap  dowp. 
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Tbe  ipack'rel  eaipe  pext,  witb  bis  pretty  striped  hack, 
To  ipy  aye,  ob>  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
tie  bauled  aft  eacb  sbeet  apd  be  boarded  eacb  tack, 
Give  ipe  soipe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 

Tbe  berries  caipe,  sayipg,  "Pip  Kipg  of  tbe  Seas," 
To  ipy  aye,  ob,  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
"If  you  wapt  apy  wipd  111  blow  you  a  breeze," 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 

But  tbe  skipper  tbe  roackerel  ate  for  bis  tea, 
To  ipy  aye,  ob,  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
Tbe  berripg  be  salted,  tbe  seal  barpooped  be, 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowg. 

He  baited  a  book,  apd  be  tbougbt  it  a  lark, 
To  ipy  aye,  ob,  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
To  catcb  as  be  did,  tbat  boary  old  sbark, 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 

Tbep  be  killed  tbe  old  wbale,  wbicb  was  po  easy  task, 
To  ipy  aye,  ob,  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
Apd  soop  witb  spenp  oil  be  bad  filled  up  eacb  cask, 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 

Tbep  tbe  breeze  it  blew  gaily,  apd  gaily  wept  be, 
To  ipy  aye,  ob»  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
But  wbat  ap  old  rascal  tbat  skipper  ipust  be, 
Giye  ipe  sotpe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 

Blow  tbe  ipap  dowp,  Jobppy,  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp, 
To  ipy  aye,  ob,  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp ! 
If  be  be  wbite  ipap,  or  black  ipap,  or  browp, 
Giye  ipe  soipe  tiipe  to  blow  tbe  ipap  dowp. 
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WHEN  MY  SHIP  COMES  HOME  FROM  SEA. 


Words  by  Mrs.  Lock  wood  Kiplipg.  Air:  "My  sbip  carpe 
sailing  oyer  tbe  sea."  (Corr>isb  traditional). 


"Oa  golder>  corob  for  golder;  r>air; 
Arid  n?ilk  white  pearls  for  a  peck  as  fair, 
Arjd  silver  cbains,  apd  all  for  n?e 
Tbe  day  xx)y  sbip  coipes  boipe  fronj  sea. 


u  O  silker>  broideries  greer>  apd  blue, 

Ai)d  wrougbt  witb  criipsop  tbrougb  agd  tbrougb, 

Witb  coral  arjd  aipber  5  all  for  n?e 

Tbe  day  tx)y  sbip  conjes  boipe  fronj  sea." 


"  Ax)d  wbere  is  tbe  good  sbip  sailing  fron?, 
Tbat  brings  tbese  brave  tbfogs  safety  bon?e? 
At)d  by  wbat  r>an?e  do  yon  bail  ber  free, 
Aijd  wbo  is  ber  captaip  or>  tbe  sea? 99 


"  My  sbip  coipes  sailing  fronj  tbe  west, 
Agd  ber  rjaxge  is  called  'Tbe  Sailor's  Rest  '5 
Tbe  brayest  n?ar>  of  all  ber  crew, 
Her  captair>,  is  rxyy  lover  true." 
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u  O  never  will  tbat  sbip  coine  bon>e, 
Wbereyer  she  be  sailing  iron? : 
I  wanted  n?y  bands  berjeatb  tbe  stars 
By  a  fire  n?ade  of  ber  broker?  spars. 


tt  And  tbrce  days  dead  tbe  Captain  lay, 
But  bow  be  died  no  inan  n?ay  say  5 
I  laid  bi*9  out  by  tbc  pale  n?oon~rise, 
And  inade  a  sbroud  of  tbe  broideries. 


"  Witb  coral  and  gold  I  weigbted  bin?, 
Apd  still  be  was  ligbt  cpougb  to  swirpj 
Witb  silyer  cbains  I  bound  bin?  down : 
Tbere  was  neyer  a  corpse  so  bard  to  drown. 


u  His  black  bair  lines  an  eagle's  nest 
On  a  sea-girt  cliff  it?  tbe  lonesotne  west: 
Now  jet  for  coral  tbere  n?ust  be, 
And  instead  of  axnber,  ebony." 


YOU  GENTLEMEN  OF  ENGLAND, 

Or  WHEN  STORMY  WINDS  DO  BLOW.  ;636. 
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You  gegtlergeg  of  Egglagd  tbat  liye  at  boige  at  ease, 
How  little  do  you  tbigk  upog  the  daggers  of  tbe  seas; 
Giye  ear  ugto  tbe  rgarigers  agd  tbey  will  plainly  sbow, 
All  tbe  cares  agd  tbe  fears  wbeg  tbe  stortgy  wigds  do  blow. 

Tbe  sailor  zgust  bave  courage,  go  dagger  igust  be  sbug, 
Ig  every  kigd  of  weatber  bis  course  be  still  igust  rug  5 
Now  rgougted  op  tbe  toprgast,  bow  dreadful  His  below : 
Tbeg  we  ride  as  tbe  tide  wbeg  tbe  stortgy  wigds  do  blow. 

If  egergies  oppose  us,  agd  Egglagd  is  at  war 

Witb  agy  foreigg  gatiog,  we  fear  got  wougd  or  scar; 

To  buigble  tbetg  corge  og,  lads— tbeir  flags  we'll  soog  lay  low; 

Clear  tbe  way  for  tbe  ©ay,  tbougb  tbe  stortgy  wigds  do  blow. 

Sorgetirges  ig  Neptuge's  bosoig  our  sbip  is  tossed  by  wayes, 
Agd  eyery  tgag  expectigg  tbe  sea  to  be  our  grayes; 
Tbeg  up  aloft  sbe's  rgougted,  agd  dowg  agaig  so  low, 
Ig  tbe  wayes  og  tbe  seas  wbeg  tbe  storrgy  wigds  do  blow. 

But  wbeg  tbe  dagger's  oyer  agd  safe  we  coxge  og  sbore, 
Tbe  borrors  of  tbe  tergpest  we  tbigk  of  tberg  go  rgore; 
Tbe  flowigg  bowl  igyites  us  agd  joyfully'  we  go, 
All  tbe  day  drigk  away,  tbougb  tbe  stortgy  wigds  do  blow. 
II.— to 


TOM  BOWLING.        Words  and  Air  by  Charles  Dibden. 


Here,  a  sheer  bulk,  lies  poor  Ton?  Bowling, 

Tbe  darling^>f  our  crew  5 
No  n?ore  he'll  bear  tbe  tenjpest  bowling, 

For  Deatb  has  broacb'd  bin?  to. 
His  torn?  was  of  tbe  njapliest  beauty, 

His  beart  was  kind  and  soft ; 
Faithful  below  be  did  bis  duty, 

But  now  he's  gone  aloft.  But  now  he's  gone  aloft. 

Ton?  never  fron?  bis  word  departed, 

His  yirtues  were  so  rare  j 
His  fr iends  were  n?any  and  true-bearted, 

His  Poll  was  kind  and  Sir: 
And  tber?  he'd  sing  so  blitbe  and  jolty  > 

Ab,  n?any's  tbe  tin?e  and  oft ! 
But  n?irtb  is  turned  to  inelancboly, 

For  Ton?  is  gone  aloft.  For  Ton?  is  gone  aloft. 

Yet  sball  poor  Ton?  find  pleasant  weather, 

Wben  He,  wbo  all  con?n?ands, 
Sball  giye,  to  call  life's  crew  together, 

Tbe  word  to  pipe  all  bands. 
Tbus  Deatb,  wbo  kings  and  tars  despatches, 

In  vain  Tone's  life  has  doffed  j 
For  though  his  body's  under  batches, 

His  soul  is  gone  aloft.  His  soul  is  gone  aloft. 
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I  STOOD  ON  A  MIGHTY  MOUNTAIN. 

Air:  Gerxpap  Folksopg, 4  let)  stapd  auf  bobexp  Berge.' 

Words  by  Japet  E.  Asbbee. 

6  f 


I  stood  op  a  ipigbty  Mouptaip 

Lookipg  oyer  tbe  sea; 
Apd  tbere  I  spied  a  sbip  at  apebor, 
Tbere  I  spied  a  sbip  riding  at  apebor, 

Apd  sbe  beckoned  to  ipe. 


Tbep  sbe  signalled  witb  wbite  flags, 

Witb  flags  greet)  ai>d  blue; 
At>d  tbe  captaip  sept  ipe  out  a  little  boat, 
Sept  vqq  out  a  little  leapipg  jolly  boat 

Witb  tbe  pick  o'  bis  sbip's  crew. 


We  tossed  ip  tbe  yellow  supsct, 

We  clirpbed  tbe  sbip's  side; 
Apd  tbe  captaip  paced  about  tbe  quarterdeck, 
Yes,  tbe  captaip  paced  tbe  wipdy  quarterdeck, 

As  be  watcbed  for  tbe  tide. 
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Sbe'd  a  cargo  of  criipsop  roses 

Ar)d  aperpopes  blue  5 
Apd  eleyep  top  of  sbipipg  beryl  stores, 
Yes,  elevep  top  of  sea~greep  beryl  stores 

For  to  rpake  ber  ride  true. 


44  Say,  captaip,  wbere's  sbe  boupd  for 

Witb  ber  cargo  of  flowers  7  99 
"Ob;  we're  sailing  out  ipto  tbe  West,  n>y  lad, 
Sailing  out  ipto  tbe  wopdrous  West,  ipy  lad, 

For  a  tbousapd  good  bours. 


44  We  are  boupd  for  tbe  Isle  of  Fapcy, 

CIpder  ipoopligbt,  tbrougb  f&aipj 
Apd  wbo  kpows  if  we  sball  lapd  our  beryl  stopes, 
Lapd  our  bupdred  bags  of  sbipipg  beryl  stores, 

Or  our  braye  sbip  bripg  boipe." 


44  If  ber  leasts  pow  sbould  be  brokep, 

Her  coippass  be  lost  5 
If  tbe  captaip  sbould  rpisread  bis  reckopipg, 
Tbrougb  tbe  westerp  stars  ipisread  bis  reckopipg 

Ere  tbe  greep  sea  be  crossed?  99 


"Nay,  tear  up  tbe  gallapt  apcbor, 

Let  all  ber  sails  rup ; 
Apd  we'll  cbeer  tbe  iperry  lads  of  Devopsbire, 
(Yes,  we're  all  of  us  stout  lads  of  Deyopsbire !) 

Apd  away  towards  tbe  Sup ! 99 


TOM'S  GONE  TO  ILO. 


Seainen's  Cbanty. 


Solo.Totnrny's  5017c,  wbat  sball  I  do? 
Cborus.  Ho  beigb  5  beigb  bo ! 
Solo.Totniny's  gone,  and  111  go  too, 
Cborus.  Tone's  gone  to  Ilo. 

I  wisb  n?y  Ton?  was  back  again, 
Ho  beigb  5  beigb  bo ! 
Instead  of  sailing  o'er  tbe  n?ain> 
Toip's  gone  to  Ilo. 

Ton?  is  dead  and  gone  to  bell, 

Ho  beigb  5  beigb  bo ! 

Ob  Ton?  is  dead  and  gone  to  bell, 

Ton?'s  gone  to  Ilo. 

My  Ton?  is  young,  n?y  Ton?  is  kind, 
Ho  beigb  5  beigb  fio ! 
A  truer  n?an  you  could  not  find, 
Tone's  gone  to  Ilo. 

Ob  I  Ton?n?y  tbis  to  n?e  did  say, 
Ho  beigb;  beigb  bo! 
"Tbink  of  n?e  wben  Fn?  away," 
Tone's  gone  to  Ilo. 

Ton?n?y's  gone,  wbat  sball  I  do? 
Ho  beigb ;  neigb  bo ! 
Ton?n?y's  gone,  and  111  go  too, 
Tone's  gone  to  Ilo. 
II.-*4 


THE  MERMAID. 


Op  Friday  iporp,  as  we  set  sail, 

Apd  our  sbip  pot  far  froip  lapd, 
We  tbere  did  espy  a  fair,  pretty  tpaid, 

Witb  a  coipb  &  a  glass  ir>  ber  bapd,ber  bapd,ber  bapd, 
Witb  a  coipb  apd  a  glass  ip  ber  bapd, 

Cborus. 

For  tbe  ragipg  seas  did  roar, 

Apd  tbe  storipy  wipds  did  blow ; 

Apd  we  jolly  sailor  boys  were  all  up  aloft, 

Apd  tbe  lapd  lubbers  lyipg  dowp  below,  below,  below, 

Apd  tbe  lapdstpep  were  all  dowp  below. 

Tbep  up  spoke  tbe  captaip  of  our  gallapt  sbip, 

Apd  a  gallapt  captaip  was  be : 
"I  bave  iparried  a  wife  ip  fair  Lopdop  towp, 

Ax)d  tbis  pigbt  sbe  a  widow  will  be." 

While  tbe  ragipg  seas,  &c. 

Apd  tbep  up  spoke  tbe  little  cabip-boy, 

Apd  a  fair~baired  boy  was  be : 
"I've  a  fatber  apd  ipotber  ip  fair  Portstpoutb  towp, 

Apd  tbis  pigbt  tbey  will  weep  for  ipe." 

For  tbe  ragipg  seas,  Sc. 

Tbep  tbree  tiipes  roupd  wept  our  gallapt  sbip, 

Apd  tbree  tiipes  roupd  wept  sbe : 
For  tbe  wapt  of  a  lifeboat  tbey  botb  wept  dowp, 

As  sbe  sapk  to  tbe  bottoip  of  tbe  sea. 

For  tbe  ragipg  seas,  Sc. 
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AMBLE  IS  A  FINE  TOWN. 


Seaxpep's  Cbapty. 


Ob  l  Aipble  is  a  fipe  to  wp,  witb  sbips  about  tbe  bay, 
Apd  Pip  faii>  apd  yery  fail?  to  be  tbere  ipyself  to~day, 
Yes!  I'rp  wisbipg  froip  ipy  beart  I  was  far  apd  far  froip 
bere, 

Assittipg  ip  ipy  parlour  apd  talking  to  ipy  dear. 


Cborus. 

Apd  it's  borpe,  dearie,  boipe !  Ob,  it's  boipe  I  lopg  to  be ! 
My  top-sails  are  boisted  apd  I  ipust  out  to  sea  5 
For  tbc  oak,  apd  tbe  asb>  apdtbeboppie  birebep  tree, 
Tbey're  all  a~growip'  greep  ip  tbe  Nortb  Couptree, 
Apd  it's  bon>e,  dearie,  boipe ! 


Ob !  listep  to  tbe  wipd  tbat  eoipes  piping  froip  tbe  West, 
Of  eyery  wipd  tbat  blows  'tis  tbe  ope  I  loye  tbe  best, 
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For  it's  blowing  at  our  backs,  apd  it  shakes  tbe  %>et)t)ox) 
free, 

Ai)d  it  soot)  will  blow  us  bon?e  to  tbe  boggy  Nortb 
Cougtree. 

At?d  it's  bon?e,  dearie,  borne !  Sc. 


Her  letter's  conpe  at  last,  yet  soipebow  I  cappot  speak, 
Tbougb  tbe  proud  agd  bappy  tears  tbey  go  rolling  dowi> 
n>y  cbeekj 

For  "Tbere's  soipe-oge  bere,"  sbe  writes,  "we've  beep 

logging  so  to  see, 
Witbyouriperrybazeleyessn?ilir;gupfrotpoff«?yki?ee.'' 

Ai)d  it's  boipe,  dearie,  bon?e  I  Sc. 


Ob !  if  it  be  a  lass,  sbe  sball  wear  a  goldet?  rigg, 

Ax)d  if  it  be  a  lad,  be  sball  liye  to  serve  bis  Kipgj 

Witb  bis  buckles,  apd  bis  boots,  ax)d  bis  little  jacket  blue, 

He  sball  walk  tbe  quarter-deck,  as  bis  daddy  used  to  do. 

Ai?d  it's  borpe,  dearie,  bon>c !  Sc. 
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THE  BAY  OF  BISCAY. 

Words  by  Andrew  Cberry. 


Air  by  Job*)  Davy . 


Loud  roars  tbe  dreadful  tburjdcr 
Tbe  rair>  a  deluge  sbow'rs, 

Tbe  clouds  are  rept  asugder 
By  ligbtpipg's  yiyid  pow'rsj 

Tbe  r>igbt  was  drear  apd  dark  j 

Our  poor  deyoted  bark, 
Till  r>ext  day,  tbere  sbe  lay 
It)  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 

Cborus.  Till  r>ext  day,  tbere  sbe  lay 
It)  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 


Now  dasb'd  upor>  tbe  billow 
Her  op'pipg  titpbers  creak  5 

Eacb  fears  a  wat'ry  pillow, 
Hope  stop  tbe  dreadful  leak; 

To  clii?g  to  slippery  sbrouds 

Eacb  breatbless  seaipap  crowds, 
As  sbe  lay,  till  pext  day 
Ip  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 

Cborus.  As  sbe  lay,  till  pext  day 
Ip  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 


At  lepgtb  tbe  wisb'd-for  iporrow 
Breaks  tbrougb      bazy  sky  5 

Absorbed  ip  silept  sorrow, 
Eacb  bcayes  a  bitter  sigb. 

Tbe  disipal  wreck  to  view 

Strikes  borror  to  tbe  crew— 
As  sbe  lay,  op  tbat  day, 
Ip  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 

Cborus.  As  sbe  lay,  op  tbat  day, 
Ip  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 


Her  yieldipg  tirpbers  sever, 
Her  pitcby  seaips  are  reptj 

Wbep  beav'p,  all  boupteous  ever, 
Its  boupdless  ipercies  sept: 

A  sail  ip  sigbt  appears, 

We  bail  bcr  witb  tbree  cbeersj 
How  we  sail,  witb  tbe  gale, 
Froip  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 

Cborus.  How  we  sail,  witb  tbe  gale, 
Froip  tbe  Bay  of  Biscay,  O ! 


TO  ALL  YOU  LADIES.  Words  by  Lord  Buckburst.1664. 
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To  all  you  ladies  gow  ot)  lagd, 

We  xx)ex)  at  sea  ipdite; 
But  first  would  bave  you  upderstapd 

How  bard  it  is  to  write : 
Tbe  ipuses  r>ow,  apd  Neptuge  too, 
We  n?ust  inpplore  to  write  to  you. 

Witb  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


For  tbougb  tbe  reuses  sbould  proye  kipd, 

Apd  fill  our  eippty  brail?  j 
Yet  if  rougb  Neptupe  rouse  tbe  wipd 

To  waye  tbe  azure  tpairj, 
Our  paper,  pep,  apd  ipk,  apd  we 
Roll  up  ar)d  dowp  our  sbips  at  sea. 

Witb  a  fa,  la  Sc. 
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Tben  if  we  write  pot  by  eacb  post, 
Tbipk  pot  we  are  unkind; 

Nor  yet  conclude  your  ships  are  lost, 
By  Dutcbtnen  or  by  wind : 

Our  tears  we'll  sepd  a  speedier  way— 

Tbe  tide  sball  bring  tben?  twice  a  day. 

With  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


Tbe  King,  witb  wonder  and  surprise, 
Will  swear  tbe  seas  grow  bold, 

Because  tbe  tides  will  bigber  rise 
Tbary  e'er  tbey  us'd  of  old : 

But  let  bin?  know  it  is  our  tears 

Bring  floods  of  grief  to  Wbiteball  stairs. 

Witb  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


Sbould  foggy  Opdaip  cbance  to  know 

Our  sad  and  disinal  story ; 
Tbe  Dutcb  would  scon?  so  weak  a  foe, 

And  quit  tbeir  fort  at  Goree : 
For  wbat  resistance  can  tbey  find 
Froro  inen  wbo've  left  tbeir  bearts  bebind 

Witb  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


Let  wir>d  apd  weather  do  its  worst,— 

Be  you  to  us  but  kigd,— 
Let  Dutchxperj  yapour,  Spaniards  curse, 

Ho  sorrow  we  shall  fipd : 
'Tis  tbeg  go  npatter  bow  tbirjgs  go, 
Or  who's  our  frier>d,  or  who's  our  foe. 

With  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


To  pass  our  tedious  hours  away, 
We  throw  a  njerry  igairj; 

Or  else  at  serious  otgbre  play; 
But  why  should  we  ir>  yair> 

Each  other's  ruip  thus  pursue? 

We  were  updope  wher>  we  left  you. 

With  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


But  rjow  our  fears  tempestuous  grow, 
Aryd  cast  our  hopes  away : 

Whilst  you,  regardless  of  our  woe, 
Sit  careless  at  a  play : 

Perhaps  perrpit  soroe  happier  rr?ar> 

To  kiss  your  hapd,  or  flirt  your  fag. 

With  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 
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Wbei)  agy  njourgf ul  tuge  you  bear* 

Tbat  dies  ig  eyery  gotej 
As  if  it  sigb'd  witb  eacb  njap's  care, 

For  beipg  so  reipote : 
Tbipk  tbet?  bow  oftei)  loye  we'ye  ipade 
To  you,  wbeg  all  tbose  tupes  were  play 'd. 

Witb  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


It)  justice  you  capgot  refuse, 

To  tbipfe  of  our  distress  $ 
Wbei?  we  for  bopes  of  bogour  lose 

Our  certain  bappigess : 
All  tbose  designs  are  but  to  proye 
Ourselyes  njore  wortby  of  your  loye. 

Witb  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 


At?d  gow  we'ye  told  you  all  our  loyes. 

At)d  likewise  all  our  fears; 
It)  bopes  tbis  declaration  troves 

Soipe  pity  for  our  tears : 
Let's  bear  of  go  igcopstagcy, 
We  baye  too  n?ucb  of  tbat  at  sea. 

Witb  a  fa,  la  la  la,  la  la,  la  la  la,  la. 
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WE  BE  THREE  POOR  MARINERS. 
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We  be  tbree  poor  iparipers 

Newly  coipe  boipe  froip  seas  5 
We  spepd  our  lives  ip  jeopardy 

Wbile  ye  live  bere  at  ease. 

So  we'll  go  dapce  aroupd,  around,  aroupd, 

So  we'll  go  dapce  aroupd; 

Apd  be  tbat  is  a  bully,  bully  boy, 

Coxpe  pledge  ipe  op  tbis  ground,  a-groupd,  a-groupd. 


We  care  pot  for  your  tpartial  ipep 

Tbat  do  tbe  state  disdaip  5 
But  we  care  for  your  sailor  lads 

Tbat  do  tbe  state  ipaiptaip. 

So  we'll  go  dapce  aroupd,  aroupd,  aroupd, 

So  we'll  go  dapce  aroupd  5 

Apd  be  tbat  is  a  bully,  bully  boy, 

Coipe  pledge  tpe  op  tbis  groupd,  a-groupd,  a-groupd. 
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HE  SONGS  OF 
LOYALTY  AND 
THE  LOVE  OF 
THE  LAND, »  « 


BEING  THE  THIRD  PART 
OF  THE  SONG  BOOK  OF 
THE  GCIILD  OF  HANDI- 
CRAFT. 


THE  CLEAR  CAVALIER.  t65z. 


He  that  is  a  clear  Cayalier  will  pot  repine 

Although  bis  substance  grow  so  yery  low  that  be  cappot 

dripkwipe. 
Fortune  is  a  lass  will  etpbrace,  but  soop  destroy. 
Borp  free,  ip  liberty  well  eyer  be,    still  sipg  'yiye  le  Roy.' 
Virtue  is  its  owp  reward, 

Apd  fortune  is  a  jade 
Wbon>  pope  but  iools  apd  kpayes  regard, 

Or  e'er  hpplore  for  aid. 
He  that  is  a  lusty  Roger, 

Apd  will  serye  bis  Kipg, 
Although  he  be  a  tattered  soldier, 

Yet  will  skip  apd  sipg. 
While  we  who  fight  for  faipe,  boys ! 
Shall  the  ways  of  hopour  proye.  All 
The^y  who  ipake  sport  of  us  shalf  fa.ll  short  of  us : 
Fate  will  flatter  theip,  apd  will  scatter  then?  j 
Whilst  our  loyalty  looks  to  Royalty, 
We  that  liye  peacefully  rpay  be  sucessfuljy 

Crowped  with  a  crowp  at  last. 
Apd  though  ap  hopest  ipap,  boys ! 
May  pow  be  quite  updope,  he'll 
Show  his  allegiapce,  loye,  apd  obediepce— 
They  will  raise  bin?  up,  hopour  stay  bin?  tip, 
Virtue  keep  bin?  up,  we  will  praise  bin?  up  5 
While  the  vaip  courtiers  dipe  with  bottles  full  of  wipe, 

Hopour  will  hold  bin;  fast. 
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Freely  let's  be  tbep,  bopest  ipep,  apd  kick  at  fate, 

For  we  sball  liye  to  see  our  loyalty  be  yalued  at  bigb  ratej 

He  tbat  bears  a  sword,  or  says  a  word  agaipst  tbe  tbrope- 

Tbat  dotbprofape|yprate,  agaipst  tbe  State,po  loyalty  cap  owp. 

Wbat  tbougb  pluipbers,  painters,  players 
Now  be  prosperous  ipep; 

Let  us  but  ipipd  our  owp  affairs, 
Apd  tbey'll  coipe  roupd  agaip. 

Treacbery  ipay  ip  face  look  brigbt, 
Apd  lecbery  clotbe  ip  fur  $ 

A  traitor  ipay  be  ipade  a  kpigbt, 
'Tis 4  fortune  de  la  guerre.' 

But  wbat  is  tbat  to  us,  boys  I 

Tbat  are  rigbt  bopest  ipep.  We'll 

Conquer  apd  coipe  agaip, 

Beat  up  tbe  druip  agaip. 

Hey  for  Cavaliers,  bo  for  Cayaliers, 

Dripk  for  Cavaliers,  f igbt  for  Cavaliers. 

Dub  a  dub,  dub  a  dub,  bave  at  old  Beelzebub- 
Oliver  quakes  for  fear. 

Fiftb  ipoparcby  *pust  dowp,  boys ! 

Apd  eyery  sect  it)  towp,  we'll 

Rally  a*?<* tQ,t  agaip*  give  tberp  tbe  rout  agaip, 

Fly  like  ligbt  about,  face  to  tbe  rigbt  about, 

Cbarge  tberp  boipe  agaip,  seize  our  owp  agaip. 

Taptara,  rara.-Apd  tbis  is  tbe  life  of  ap 
Hopest,  bold  Cavalier. 
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MARCHING  ON. 

Words  by  Williarp  Morris.  Air— '  Jobp  Browp's  Body.' 


Wbat  is  tbis  tbe  soupd  apd  rurpour?  Wbat  is  tbis  tbat  all  rpep 
bear? 

Like  tbe  wipd  ip  bollow  yalleys  wbep  tbe  storrp  is  drawing 
pear, 

Like  tbe  rolling  or)  of  oceap  ip  tbe  eveptide  of  f5ar  ? 

'Tis  tbe  people  rparcbipg  op  I 
Wbitber  go  tbey,  apd  wbepce  carpe  tb$y?  Wbat  arc  tbese  of 
wborpyetell? 

Ip  wbat  country  are  tbey  dwelling  'twixt  tbe  gates  of  beaver) 
apd  bell? 

Arc  tbey  rpipe  or  tbir)e  for  rpopey  ?  Will  tt)oy  serye  a  rpaster 
well? 

Still  tbe  rurpour's  rparcbir)g  or) ! 

Cborus.  Hark  j  tbe  rolling  of  tbe  tbur)der ! 
Lo !  tbe  sup,  apd  lo !  tbereupder, 
Risetb  loye  witb  bope  apd  wopder, 
Apd  tbe  bost  corpes  rparcbipg  op. 
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Fortb  tbey  coine  iron)  grief  8S  tonnentj  on  tbey  wend  toward 

bealtb  and  tnirtbj 
All  the  wide  world  is  tbeir  dwelling,  eyery  corner  of  fhe  cartb* 
Buy  tbein,  sell  tbein,  for  tby  seryice:  Try  tbe  bargain  wbat 

'tis  wortb* 

For  tbe  days  are  iparcbipg  on ! 
Tbese  are  tbey  wbo  build  tby  bouses,  weave  tby  raiinent,  wig 
tby  wbeatj 

Sipootb  tbe  rugged,  fill  tbe  barren,  turn  tbe  bitter  into  sweet  5 
All  for  tbee  tbis  day  and  eyer.  Wbat  reward  for  tbein  is  ineet? 

Till  tbe  bost  coines  inarcbing  op ! 


Cborus.  Hark  tbe  rolling,  Sc. 


Mine  eyes  baye  seep  tbe  glory  of  tbe  corning  of  tbe  Lord, 
He  is  tratnpling  out  tbe  yirytage  wbere  tbe  grapes  of  wratb  are 
stored; 

Hebatb  loosed  fh«  fateful  ligbtningof  bis  terrible  swift  sword. 

His  trutb  is  inarcbing  on ! 
Ir>  tbe  beauty  of  tbe  lilies  Cbrist  was  born,  across  tbe  sea  5 
Witb  a  glory  in  bis  boson?  tbat  transfigures  you  and  ine. 
As  be  died  to  ipake  inen  boly,  let  us  die  to  inake  tbein  free ! 

Wbile  tbe  bost  is  inarcbing  on ! 
Cborus.  Hark  tbe  rolling,  Sc. 
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THE  CHESHIRE  HAN. 

%Ztt)  century.  Cheshire  traditional. 


H1  r'cjkr 


A  Cbesbire  ipan  sailed  into  Spain 

To  trade  for  inercbandize, 
Wben  be  arriyed  fron?  tbe  rnain 

A  Spaniard  bin?  espies:  A  Spaniard  bin?  espies. 

Wbo  said, "  You  Englisb  rogue  bere! 

Wbat  fruit  and  spices  fine 
Our  land  produces  twice  a  year  J 

Tbou  bast  pot  sucb  in  tbine." 

Tbe  Cbesbire  njap  rap  to  bis  board, 

And  fetcbed  a  Cbesbire  cbeese, 
And  said,  "Look  bere,  you  dog!  heboid! 

We  bave  sucb  fruits  as  tbese.  We  bave  sucb  fruits  as  tbese. 

Your  fruits  are  ripe  but  twice  a  year, 

As  you  yourself  do  say  5 
But  sucb  as  I  present  you  bere, 

Our  land  brings  twice  a  day  P 

Tbe  Spaniard  in  a  passion  flew, 

And  bis  rapier  took  it)  bandj 
Tbe  Cbesbire  inan  kicked  up  bis  beels, 

Saying/'Tbouartatn^yconwand."  "Tbouartatnjycointnand/ 

So  never  let  tbe  Spaniard  boast, 

Wbile  Cbesbire  inen  abound: 
Lest  ikyey  sbould  teacb  bin?  to  bis  cost 

To  dance  a  Cbesbire  roui?d.To  dance  a  Cbesbire  round. 
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BOLD  GENERAL  WOLFE. 


i8tb  ceptury, 


Bold  General  Wolfe  to  bis  ipep  did  say, 
"Coipe,  lads,  apd  follow  without  delay 
To  yopder  ipouptaip  tbat  is  so  bigb* 

Dop't  be  dowp~bearted. 
Dop't  be  dowp-bearted,  but  gaip  tb«  Victory. 

"Tbere  stapd  tbe  Frepcb  op  tbe  suipipit  bigb> 
"Wbile  we  poor  lads  ip  tbe  valley  lie  $ 
I  see  tbeip  falling  like  xpotes  ip  tbe  sup, 

Tbrougb  sipoke  apd  fire. 
Tbrougb  sipoke  apd  fire,  all  froip  tbe  Britisb  gut)." 

Tbe  first  of  volleys  to  us  tbqy  gave, 

Ip  bis  left  breast  woupded  Wolfe  so  brave. 

Yopder  be  lies,  for  be  carrot  stapdj 

Yet  figbt  op  boldly, 
Yet  figbt  op  boldly,  for  be  cap  still  coiprpapd. 

44  Here's  all  tpy  treasure  tbat  you  bebold, 
A  tbousapd  guipeas  ip  sbipipg  gold  j 
Sbare  it  aipopg  you,"  bold  Wolfe  did  say, 

"You're  welcoipe  to  it, 
You're  welcorpe  to  it,  sipce  you  b»ve  gaiped  tbe  day. 

44  Wbep  to  old  Epglapd  you  do  returp, 
Tell  all  ipy  friepds  I  arp  dead  apd  gope| 
Apd  bid  ipy  ipotber  so  kipd  apd  dear, 

Notearstosbedforipe, 
No  tears  to  sbed  for  ipe,-a  bero's  grave  awaits  ipe  bere." 
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THE  VICAR  OF  BRAY.  Written  by  a  soldier  in  Colonel 
Fuller's  Dragoons.  Reign  of  George  I. 


J 


In  good  King  Cbarles's  golden  days,  wben  loyalty  go  barn? 
xneant, 

A  zealous  bigbeburebman  was  I,  ai>d  so  I  got  preferment. 
To  teacb  iny  flock  I  never  xnissed  kings  were  by  God  ap~ 
pointed, 

And  lost  are  tbose  tbat  dare  resist  or  toucb  fhe  Lord's  anointed. 

Apd  tbis  is  lawtbat  I'll  maintain  until  iny  dying  day,  Sir : 
Tbat  wbatsoeyer  King  sball  reign  HI  be  fhe  Vicar  of  Bray,  Sir. 


Wben  Royal  Jaines  possessed  tbe  crown,  and  popery  grew  in 
fasblon, 

Tbe  penal  laws  I  booted  down  and  read  tbe  Declaration : 
Tbe  Cburcb  of  Rorne  I  found  would  fit  full  well  iny  constitu- 
tion? 

And  I  bad  been  a  Jesuit  but  for  tbe  Revolution. 

And  tbis  is  law,  Sc. 

Wben  Williain  was  our  King  declared  to  ease  tbe  nation's 
grievance  5 

Witb  tbis  new  wind  about  I  steered  82  swore  to  bin?  allegiance  2 
Old  principles  I  did  revoke,  set  conscience  at  a  distance? 
Passive  obedience  was  a  joke,  a  jest  was  non-resistance. 

And  tbis  is  law,  Sc. 

III.-X 


Wbep  Royal  Anne  becanje  our  queen,  tb«  cburcb  of  Eng~ 
land's  glory, 

Anotber  See  of  tbings  was  seep,  and  I  became  a  Tory: 
Occasional  conformists  base,  I  blanked  tbeir  moderation? 
Apdtbougbt^Cburcbipo^scrwasbysucbprcyaricatioi). 

Apd  tbis  is  law,  8c. 

\Tt)QT)  George  in  pudding  thpe  caipe  o'er  apd  ipoderate  rpen 

looked  big,  Sir, 
My  principles  1 changed  once  njore,  £  sobecaxne  a  Wbig>  Sir ; 
Ai)d  tbus  preferment  I  procured  fron?  our  pew  faitb's  de~ 

fender; 

And  almost  every  day  abjured  tbe  Pope  and  tbe  Pretender. 

Ar>d  this  is  law,  Sc. 

Tb'  illustrious  bouse  of  Hanover  and  Protestant  Succession, 
To  tbese  I  do  allegiance  swear— while  tbey  can  keep  posses* 

sionj 

For  in  my  faitb  and  loyalty  I  never  more  will  falter, 

And  George  my  lawful  king  sball  be  until  tbe  times  do  alter. 

Apd  tbis  is  law,  81c. 
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MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 

Words  agd  Music  by  Hepry  C.  Work. 


Brii?g  the  good  old  bugle,  boys,  we'll  sipg  apotber  sogg, 
Sipg  it  witt)  a  spirit  tbat  will  start  tbe  world  alogg, 
Sipg  it  as  we  used  to  sigg  it,  fifty  tbousagd  strong, 
Wbile  we  were  rparcbipg  tbrougb  Georgia! 

Hurrab  !  burrab !  we  bripg  tbe  Jubilee ! 
Hurrab !  burrab !  tbe  flag  tbat  njakes  you  free ! 
So  we  sapg  tbe  cborus  frorp  Atlanta  to  tbe  sea, 

Wbile  we  were  n>arcbii?g  tbrougb  Georgia. 


How  tbe  darkies  sbouted  wber>  tbey  beard  tbe  joyful  sourjd, 
How  tbe  turkeys  gobbled  wbicb  our  coipnpissary  foupdj 
How  tbe  sweet  potatoes  over)  started  frorp  tbe  ground, 
Wbile  we  were  iparcbipg  tbrougb  Georgia ! 

Hurrab  !  burrab  1 82c. 
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Yes,  and  there  were  Union  n>en  wbo  wept  with  joyful  tears, 
Wben  tbey  saw  tbe  honoured  flag  tbey  bad  not  seer)  for  years ; 
Hardly  could  tbey  be  restrained  frotn  breaking  f&rtb  in  cbeers, 
Wbile  we  were  n?arcbins  tbrougb  Georgia. 

fiurrab  I  burrab !  Sc. 


"Sbennan's  dasbins  Yankee  boys  will  never  reacb  tbe  coast," 
So  tbe  saucy  rebels  said,  and  'twas  a  bapdsoipe  boast, 
Had  tbey  not  ifcrgot,  alas !  to  reckon  witb  tbe  bost, 
Wbile  we  were  iparcbipg  tbrougb  Georgia. 

Hurrab  I  burrab !  Sc. 


So  we  iijade  a  tborougbfare  for  Freedoin  and  ber  trail?, 
Sixty  utiles  in  latitude,  tbree  bundred  to  tbe  inain  j 
Treason  fled  before  us,  for  resistance  was  in  vain> 
Wbile  we  were  xgarcbigg  tbrougb  Georgia. 

Hurrab  I  burrab  I  we  bring  tbe  Jubilee ! 
Hurrab !  burrab !  tbe  flag  tbat  n>akes  you  free ! 
So  we  sang  tbe  cborus  froin  Atlanta  to  tbe  sea, 

Wbile  we  were  njarcbing  tbrougb  Georgia. 

IIL-n 


LILLI  BURLERO. 

Words  ascribed  to  Lord  Dorset.  t656.  Music  by  Purcell. 


Ho!  brother  Teague,  dost  bear  de  decree? 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la  j 
Dat  we  sb&ll  bave  a  pew  deputie  7 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  lilli  burlero,  lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Lero,  lero,  lilli  burlero,  lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 

Ho!  by  toy  sboul  it  is  de  Talbot, 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la: 
Agdbe  will  cut  all  de  Epglisb  tbroat ;  , 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  8&c. 

Tbou^b,  by  toy  sboul,  de  Epglisb  do  praat, 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la : 
De  law's  op  dare  side,  apd  Creisb  kpows  wbat* 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  8£c. 

But  if  dispet)ce  do  cotpe  froro  de  Pope, 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la  5 
We'll  bat)g  Magpa  Cbarta  at)d  derpselves  it)  a  rope  j 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  82c. 

At)d  de  good  Talbot  is  tpade  a  lord, 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la ; 
Apd  be  witb  brave  lads  is  cocoipg  aboard  $ 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  8&c. 
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Now  Tyrcot)t)el  is  cotpe  asbore, 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la; 
Ai)d  we  sball  baye  coiprpissiops  gillore  j 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Chorus.  Lero,  lero,  8?e. 

Arjd  be  dat  will  pot  go  to  rpass, 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet?  a  la. 
Sball  tun?  out  ar>d  look  like  at)  ass  j 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  8£c. 

How.  r>ow  de  bereticks  all  go  dowp; 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la; 
By  Creisb  ar>  S.  Patrick  de  patior/ s  our  owi)  5 

Lilli  burlero,  buller?  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  Sc. 

Wbo  all  it)  Frarjce  baye  taket)  a  sware, 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la ; 
Dat  dey  will  baye  rjo  Protestant  beir ; 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  82c. 

O,  but  wby  does  be  stay  bebit)d  ? 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la; 
Ho !  by  n?y  sboul,  'tis  a  Protestant  wit)d ! 

Lilli  burlero,  bullet)  a  la. 
Cborus.  Lero,  lero,  8Sc. 


IIL-vj 


THE  OAK  AND  THE  ASH.  Air:  Early  17th  Ceptury. 


A  Nortb~Couptry  lass  up  to  Lopdop  did  pass, 
Altbougb  with  ber  pature  it  did  pot  agree, 

Wbicl)  ipade  ber  repeat,  apd  so  oftep  larpept, 
Still  wisb"?g  agaip  ip  tbe  Nortb  for  to  be. 

Chorus,  O  the  oak  apd  the  asb  apd  tbe  boppy  iyy  tree 
Do  flourish  at  boipe  ip  ipy  owp  couptry . 

Faip  would  I  be  it)  tbe  Nortb  Couptry, 
"Wbere  tbe  lads  apd  tbe  lasses  are  ipakipg  of  bay? 

Tbere  sbould  I  see  wbat  is  pleasapt  to  ipej— 
A  ipiscbief  ligbt  op  tbetp  eptie'd  ipe  away! 

Cborus.  O  tbe  oak,  Sc. 

I  like  pot  tbe  court,  por  tbe  city  resort, 
Sipce  tbere  is  po  fapcy  for  sucb  tpaids  as  ipe$ 

Tbcir  poipp  apd  tbeir  pride  I  cap  pever  abide, 
Because  witb  n?y  btwpour  it  dotb  pot  agree. 

Cborus.  O  tbe  oak,  Sc. 

How  oft  bave  I  beep  ip  tbe  Westiporelapd  greep, 
Wbere  tbe  youpg  ipep  apd  xpaideps  resort  oft  to  play, 

Wbere  we  witb  deligbt,  froip  iporpipg  till  pigbt, 
Could  feast  it,  apd  frolic  op  eacb  boliday . 

Cborus.  O  tbe  oak,  Sc. 
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Tbe  ewes  and  tbeir  lainbs,  witb  tbe  kids  and  tbeir  dains, 
To  see  in  tbe  country  bow  finely  tbey  play  5 

Tbe  bells  tbey  do  ring,  and  tbe  birds  tbey  do  sing, 
And  tbe  fields  and  tbe  gardens  are  pleasant  and  gay. 

Cborus.  O  tbe  oak,  Sc. 

At  wakes  and  at  fairs,  being  'void  of  all  cares, 
We  tbere  witb  our  lovers  did  use  for  to  dance  $ 

Tbei?  bard  bap  bad  I,  roy  ill  fortune  to  try, 
And  so  up  to  London  iny  steps  to  advance. 

Cborus.  O  tbe  oak,  Sc. 

But  still  I  perceive  I  a  busband  rpigbt  bave, 
If  I  to  tbe  city  ipy  inind  could  but  frarnej 

But  111  bave  a  lad  tbat  is  Nortb  Country  bred, 
Or  else  PH  pot  inarry,  in  tbe  inind  tbat  I  an?. 

Cborus,  O  tbe  oak,  Sc. 

A  inaiden  I  an?,  and  a  rpaid  I  ren>aii? 

Until  iny  own  country  again  I  do  see, 
For  bere  in  tbis  place  I  sball  ne'er  see  tbe  face 

Of  bin?  tbat's  allotted  iny  love  for  to  be. 

Cborus.  O  tbe  oak,  Sc. 

Tben  farewell,  iny  daddy  5  and  farewell,  iny  inaininy  $ 
Until  I  do  see  you,  I  notbing  ****  njournj 

Reineinb'ring  n?y  brotbers,  iny  sisters,  and  otbers, 
In  less  tban  a  year  I  bope  to  return. 

Cborus.  O  tbe  oak  and  tbe  asb  apd  tbe  bonny  iyy  tree 
Do  flourisb  at  boine  in  n>y  own  country. 
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THE  ROAST  BEEF  OF  OLD  ENGLAND. 

Air  ar>d  words  by  R.  LeveridgG. 


P'ugj  pg  ftiiTp 


i  » 


Wbeg  ipigbty  roast  beef  was  tbe  Er>glisbtt?ar/s  food, 
It  er)r)obled  our  hearts  at)d  cpricbed  our  blood  j 
Our  soldiers  were  braye  ai)d  our  courtiers  were  good. 

Ob  I  tbe  roast  beef  of  old  Erjglarjd ! 
Ar>d  ob !  for  Er>glai)d's  roast  beef! 

But  sir>ce  we  baye  leaned  fron?  effetx>ii>ate  Frar>ce 

To  eat  tbeir  ragouts  as  well  as  to  darjee, 

We  are  fed  up  witb  potbipg  but  yairj  complaisance. 

Ob !  tbe  roast  beef,  Sc. 

Our  fatbers  of  old  were  robust,  stout,  apd  strong, 
Ar?d  kept  oper>  bouse  witb  good  cbeer  all  day  lopgj 
Wbicb  roade  tbeir  plurpp  tepapts  rejoice  ix)  tbis  sopg— 

Ob !  tbe  roast  beef,  Sc. 

Wbeg  good  Queer?  Elizabetb  sat  or>  tbe  tbrope, 
Ere  coffee  ar>d  tea  arjd  sucb  slip-slops  were  krjowr;, 
Tbe  world  was  it)  terror  if  e'ep  sbe  did  frowi?. 

Ob !  tbe  roast  beef,  Sc. 

It)  tbose  days,  if  fleets  did  presunje  or>  tbe  rpaip, 
Tbey  seldoip  or  r>eyer  returned  back  agair;  j 
As  witness  tbe  yaugtigg  Arnjada  of  Spaip. 

Ob  I  tbe  roast  beef,  Sc. 

Ob !  tberj  we  bad  storpacbs  to  eat  at>d  to  figbt, 

Apd  wbep  wropgs  were  cooking  to  set  ourselyes  rigbtj 

But  170W  we're  a— b'*9 !— I  could,  but  good  gigbt. 

Ob  I  tbe  roast  beef,  Sc. 
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ORMOND  THE  BRAVE. 
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I  an>  Orinond  tbe  braye,  did  ye  never  bear  of  *ne  ? 
Wbo  lately  was  driyen  fron?  nyy  own  country. 
Tbey  tried  n?e,  condemned  n?e,tbey  plundered  xny  estate. 
For  being  so  loyal  to  Queen  Anne  tbe  Great. 

Crying,  O !  I  an>  Ortnond,  you  know. 

0  to  yict'ry  I  led,  and  vanquisbed  eyery  foe, 

Soipe  do  call  n?e  Jaipes  Butler,  Pn>  Oripopd,  you  know, 

1  an>  Qu.een  Anne's  darling,  and  old  England's  deligbt, 
A  friend  to  tbe  Cburcb,  in  Presbyterian  despite. 

Crying,  OIIan>  Om?ot>d,  you  know. 

Tber>  awake  you  Devon  dogs,  and  arise  youCorpisb  cats, 
And  follow  rr)Q  a~cbasing  tbe  Hanoyerian  rats, 
Tbey  sball  fly  fronj  tbe  country,  we'll  guard  tbe  Britisb 
tbrope, 

Haye  no  Gerenan  electors  witb  a  king,  sirs,  of  our  own. 
Crying,  O !  I  an?  Onpopd,  you  know. 

O I  wronged  not  n?y  country  as  Scottisb  peers  do, 
Nor  n>y  soldiers  defrauded  of  tbat  wbicb  is  tbeir  due. 
All  sucb  deeds  I  do  abbor,  by  tbe  powers  tbat  are  aboye, 
Pye  bequeatb'd  all  n>y  fortune  to  tbe  country  I  love. 

Crying,  Oil  an?  Orcoond,  you  know. 
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THE  BRITISH  GRENADIERS.       Air:  i6tb  Ceptury. 

Words  about  1690. 
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Sotpe  talk  of  Alexander,  apd  sorpe  of  Hercules  $ 
Of  Hector  apd  Lysapder,  apd  sucb  great  paipes  as  tbesej 
But  of  all  tbe  world's  brayc  bcroes,  there's  t)ot)Q  tbat  cap 
coippare, 

With  a  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  to  tbe  British 
Grepadier. 


Tbose  beroes  of  aptiquity  pe'er  saw  a  cappop  ball, 
Or  kpew  tbc  force  of  powder  to  slay  tbeir  foes  witbal  j 
But  our  brave  boys  do  kpow  it,  apd  bapisb  all  tbeir  fears, 

Sipg  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  for  tbc  Britisb 
Grepadiers. 
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Wbene'er  wg  are  cornnjanded  to  storcn  tbe  palisades, 
Our  leaders  iparcb  witb  fusees,  &  we  witb  band  grenades  5 
We  tbrow  tbeip  frorn  tbe  glacis,  about  tbe  epeipies'  ears  j 

Sing  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  for  tbe  Britisb 
Grenadiers. 


And  wben  tbe  siege  is  oyer,  we  to  tbe  to wn  repair, 
Tbe  townsnjen  cry  "Hurra,  boys,  bcre  coipes  a  grenadier, 
Here  conpe  tbe  grenadiers,  rpy  boys,  wbo  know  no  doubts 
or  fears, 

Tbe*)  sing  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  for  tbe  Britisb 
Grenadiers." 


Tbei)  let  us  fill  a  buinper,  and  drink  a  bealtb  to  tbose 
Wbo  carry  caps  and  poucbes,  and  wear  tbe  louped  clotbes; 
May  tbey  and  tbeir  corprnanders  liye  bappyall  tbeir  years, 

Witb  a  tow,  row,  row,  row,  row,  row,  for  tbe  Britisb 
Grenadiers. 
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WI'  A  HUNDRED  PIPERS  AN'  A'. 
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Wi'  a  bupdred  pipers  ar>'  a'  ar>'  a', 
A  bupdred  pipers  ap'  a'  ap'  a, 
We'll  up  apd  gie  'eip  a  blaw,  a  blaw, 
Wi'  a  bupdred  pipers  ai>'  a'  ap'  a'. 
O  it's  oyer  tbe  Borders,  awa',  awa', 
It's  o'er  tbe  Borders,  awa',  awa', 
It's  o'er  apd  awa'  to  Carlisle  ba', 
Wi'  its  castles,  ai?d  bastions,  ar>'  a'  ai>'  a'. 

Cborus.  Wi'  a  hundred  pipers,  Kc. 


O  our  soldier  lads  tbey  looked  braw,  looked  braw, 
Witb  tbeir  tartap,  kilts,  ai?'  a',  ap'  a', 
Wi'  tbeir  boppets  apd  featbers  apd  glittering  gear, 
Ap'  pibrocbs  soupdipg  sweet  apd  clear. 
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Will  tbey  a'  coipe  back  to  tbeir  ait)  dear  gleg? 
Will  tbey  a'  cotge  back,  our  Heilagd  tt)et)7 
SecogcUsigbted  Sapdie  looked  fu'  o'  wae, 
Ax)9  n>itbers  wept  as  tbey  iparcbed  awa'. 


O  wba  is  foreipost  o'  a,  o'  a', 

O  wba  dotb  follow  tbc  blaw,  tbe  blaw, 

Bopgie  Cbarlie,  tbe  Prigce  o'  us  a',  burrab ! 

Wi'  bis  bupdred  pipers  agd  a',  at)9  a\ 

His  bogget  apd  featber  be's  wavipg  bigb> 

His  prapcipg  steed  just  seexgs  to  fly; 

Tbc  t)ov9  wigd  sweeps  tbrougb  bis  goldeg  bair, 

ht)9  tbe  pibrocbs  blaw  wi'  at)  ugco  flare. 


Tbe  Esk  bas  swollen  sae  red  at>d  sae  deep, 
But  sboulder  to  sboulder  Ibe  braw  lads  keep ; 
Two  tbousapd  swan?  o'er  to  fell  Epglisb  grougd, 
Aijd  dagced  tbeipselyes  dry  to  tbc  pibrocbs'  sourjd. 
Dun?f6ui)ded  tbe  Egglisb  tbey  saw,  tbey  saw, 
Duxgfdugded  tbey  beard  tbe  blaw,  tbe  blaw, 
Dun?four)ded  tbey  rax>  awa',  awa', 
Fron?  tbe  row  of  tbe  pipers  at)9  a'  at)9  a'. 
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HEART  OF  OAK. 

Words  by  David  Garrick.  Air  by  Dr,  Boyce.  1759. 
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Con>e,  cbeer  up,  a?y  lads,  'tis  to  glory  we  steer, 
To  add  soigetbirjgf  npore  to  tbis  wonderful  year  5 
To  bopour  we  call  you,  as  free  n?er>,  not  slaves : 
For  wbo  are  so  free  as  tbe  sops  of  tbe  wayes? 

Heart  of  oak  are  our  sbips,  jol^y  tars  are  our  n>er> : 
We  always  are  ready-steady,  boys,  steady  5 
We'll  figbt  and  we'll  conquer  again  and  again. 


We  ne'er  see  our  foes  but  we  wisb  tben>  to  stay : 
Tbey  never  see  us  but  tbey  wisb  us  away  5 
If  tbey  run?  wby>  we  follow,  and  run  tbetn  asbore : 
For  if  tbey  won't  figbt  us,  wbat  can  we  do  njore? 

Heart  of  oak  are  our  sbips,  jolty  tars  are  our  n>en : 
We  always  are  ready— steady,  boys,  steady; 
We'll  figbt  and  we'll  conquer  again  and  again. 
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Tbey  swear  tbey  11  invade  us,  tbese  terrible  foes; 
Tr]oy  frigbten  our  wonjeg,  our  cbildren,  and  beaux; 
But  should  tbeir  flat  bottoms  in  darkless  get  o'er, 
Still  Britons  tbeyll  find  to  receive  tbern  on  sbore. 

Heart  of  oak  are  our  sbips,  joljy  tars  are  our  njei) : 
We  always  are  ready— steady,  boys,  steady  5 
Well  figbt  and  we'll  conquer  again  and  again. 


We'll  still  rpake  tben?  fear,  and  we'll  still  n?ake  tben?  flee, 
And  drub  'en?  on  sbore  as  we'ye  drubbed  'en?  at  sea  j 
Tben  cbeer  up,  n?y  lads,  witb  ope  beart  let  us  sing— 
Our  soldiers,  our  sailors,  our  statesmen,  our  king! 

Heart  of  oak  are  our  sbips,  jol^y  tars  are  our  inen : 
We  always  are  ready— steady,  boys,  steady ; 
We'll  figbt  and  we'll  conquer  again  and  again. 


We'll  still  inake  'en?  rug,  and  we'll  still  n?ake  'en?  sweat, 
It)  spite  of  tbe  deyil  and  Brussels  gazette; 
Tben  cbeer  up,  n?y  lads,  witb  one  beart  let  us  sing— 
Our  soldiers,  our  sailors,  our  statesmen,  and  king ! 

Heart  of  oak  are  our  sbips,  jolty  tars  are  our  n?en : 
We  always  are  ready— steady,  boys,  steady  5 
We'll  figbt  and  we'll  conquer  again  and  again* 
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HAIL,  COLUMBIA.  Air  by  Prof.  Pbylo.  179*. 

Words  by  Judge  Hopkipsop.  1708. 
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Hail,  Columbia,  bappy  lapd! 
Hail,  yc  beroes,  beav?p~borp  bapd, 
Wbo  fougbt  apd  bled  ip  freedoms  cause, 
Wbo  fougbt  apd  bled  ip  freedoms  cause, 
Apd  wbep  tbe  stomp  of  war  was  gope, 
Epjoy'd  tbe  peace  your  yalour  wop. 
Let  Ipdepepdepce  be  your  boast  5 
Be  ever  ipipdful  wbat  it  cost: 
Be  eyer  grateful  for  tbe  prize, 
Apd  let  its  altar  reacb  tbe  skies. 

Cborus.  Firtp,  united,  let  us  be, 

Rallying  roupd  our  liberty, 
As  a  bapd  of  brotbers  joip'd, 
Peace  apd  safety  we  sball  flpd. 

Rise,  ye  patriots,  rise  opce  ipore, 
For  your  rigbts  apd  for  your  sbore! 
Let  po  rude  foe  witb  ixppious  bapds, 
Let  po  rude  foe  witb  iippious  bapds, 
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Ipyade  tbe  sbripe  wbere  sacred  lies 
Of  toil  apd  blood  tbe  welKearp'd  prize ! 
Wbile  ofPripg  peace  sincere  apd  just, 
Ip  beav'p  we  place  a  ipaply  trust, 
Tbat  trutb  apd  justice  ipay  prevail, 
Apd  ey'ry  scberpe  of  bopdage  fail, 

Cborus.  Firip,  united,  Sc. 


Soupd,  O  soupd  tbe  trurpp  of  farpe ! 
Apd  let  Wasbipgtop's  great  paxpe, 
Ripg  tbro'  tbe  world  witb  loud  applause, 
Ripg  tbro'  tbe  world  witb  loud  applause  5 
Let  ey'ry  cliche  to  freedoip  dear, 
Coipe  listep  witb  a  joyful  ear. 
Witb  equal  skill,  witb  steady  pow'r, 
He  goyerps  it)  tbe  fearful  bour 
Of  borrid  war,  or  guides  witb  case 
Tbe  bappier  tirpe  of  bopest  peace. 

Cborus.  Fim?,  united,  Sc. 


See  tbe  cbief  wbo  pow  coxpipapds, 
Still  to  serye  bis  country  stapds, 
Tbe  rock  op  wbicb  tbe  storip  will  beat, 
Tbe  rock  op  wbicb  tbe  storn?  will  beat  5 
But  arip'd  ip  yirtue,  finp  apd  true, 
His  bopes  are  fix'd  op  bcay'p  apd  you. 
Wbcp  bope  was  sipkipg  ip  disipay, 
Wbep  glooip  obscur'd  Columbia's  day, 
His  steady  xpipd,  frotp  cbapges  free, 
Resolv'd  op  deatb  or  liberty. 

Cborus.  Firrp,  upited,  Sc. 
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KINGS  AND  QUEENS. 


Air: i  Courtiers,  Courtiers.'  1686. 
Words  by  C.  R.  Asbbee.  1900. 
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Kings  and  Quecps  bave  been  carried  to  rest, 

Or  conje  to  be  crowded  on  Tborpey  eye, 
Wbere  once  tbe  ladder  of  angels  blest 

Tbe  King  Confessor's  offering  bigb* 
Could  tbe  King  Confessor  propbesy 
As  be  sat  a  dreaining,  dreaipipg,  drearning> 
As  be  sat  a  dreaming  on  Tborney  eye? 


Carpe  tbe  Conqueror  stark  and  strong 
Witb  fury  and  flaxne  tbrougbout  tbe  land, 

Norn?an  stor>e  and  Angeyin  song 
Honoured  tbe  deeds  of  bis  red  rigbt  band. 

And  tbe  rede  tbat  be  taugbt  be  taugbt  us  well, 

As  tbose  tbat  did  fear  bin?,  fear  bin?;  fear  bin?? 

Tbose  tbat  did  fear  bin?  once  could  tell. 
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Kipgs  apd  Queeps  rpay  coipe  apd  rpay  go, 
Greatest  are  tbose  bripg  loye  apd  law  :— 

To  Edward  the  lawgiver  Epglisbipep  owe 
Tbe  justice  tbat  bolds  tbe  world  ip  awe, 

Apd  to  Elisor  rpappers  apd  rpajesty,— 

ToEliporlady,  lady,  lady, 

Lady  of  loye  apd  cbivalry . 


Braye  apd  geptle,  splendid  apd  youpg, 

Tbe  Agipcourt  bero  pext  alopg, 
Harry  tbe  Fiftb  bis  peers  aipopg 

Rides  op  ip  triurppb  of  cbapt  apd  sopg, 
Witb  tbe  Cross  of  St.  George  apd  tbe  Epglisb  rose, 
As  be  tbat  batb  beard  it,  beard  it,  beard  it, 
Heard  it  of  Sbakespeare  surely  kpows. 


Conges  witb  poipp  of  pageapt  apd  play 
Sbe  wbo  was  borp,  witb  joy  to  bless, 

Like  perfuiped  ligbt  op  a  rpidsurprper  day, 
Her  island  Epglapd,  good  Queer?  Bess : 

Apd  ber  poets  tbey  yield  ber  tbeir  crowded  bays, 

As  tbey  f611ow  ber  sipgipg,  sipgipg,  sipgipg, 

Sipgipg  a  paeap  of  Epglisb  praise. 


Kipgs  apd  Queeps  ipay  coipe  ar>d  tpay  go, 
Folk  ipay  grow  fickle  apd  patiops  old, 

Last  wbo  rode  ip  tbe  royal  sbow 
Was  sbe  whose  farpe  sball  pot  grow  cold : 

For  bopesty,  bopour,  apd  trutb  dop't  die, 

As  we  tbat  baye  kpowp  ber,  kpowp  ber,  kpo wp  ber, 

We  tbat  baye  kpowp  will  testif^. 


III.-27 


WHEN  THE  KING  ENJOYS  HIS  OWN  AGAIN.  i65z. 


Wbat  Booker  cap  progposticate,  or  speak  of  our  kipgdotp's 
presept  state  7 

Itbipk  rpyself  to  be  as  wise  as  be  tbat  tpost  looks  ipftve  skies, 
My  skill  goes  beyond  tbe  deptbs  of  tbe  Popd,  or  river  ip  tbe 
greatest  rail?: 

By  tbe  wbicb  I  cap  tell  tbat  all  tbipgs  will  be  well  wbep  tbe 
Kipg  epjoys  bis  owp  agaip ! 


Tbere  is  po  Astrologer,  tbep  say  I,  cap  searcb  *9ore  deep  ip 
tbistbapl; 

To  giye  you  a  reasop  froip  tbe  stars  wbat  causetb  peace  or 
ciyil  wars. 
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Tbe  rx)at)  igfheMoope  n?ay  wear  out  bis  Sbooge  it)  rugging 

after  Cbarles's  Wait) : 
But  all  to  r)o  ei>d,forfhe  tinjesfhey  will  njepd  wbepfhs  Kigg 

epjoys  bis  owg  agaig. 


Tbougb  for  a  tinoe  you  n?ay  sec  Wbite-Hall  witb  cobwebs 

bapgipg  oyer  tbc  wall  j 
Instead  of  silk  ax)d  silyer  brave,  as  formerly  it  used  to  baye  j 
Apd  ir)  eyery  roon?  tbc  sweet  perfun?e,  deligbtful  for  tbat 

princely  Trail) : 
Tbe  wbicb  you  sball  see  wb«?  tbc  tiipc  it  sball  be  tbat  tbe 

Kigg  epjoys  bis  owi>  agaig. 


Till  tbeg  up  oi>  Ararat's  bill  n?y  bope  sball  cast  bcr  apebor 
still; 

CIptil  I  see  soipe  peaceful  Doye  bripg  boipe  fhe  brapcb  wbicb 
Idoloye: 

Still  will  I  wait  till  fhe  waters  abate,  wbicb  apost  disturb  njy 

troubled  brail?, 
For  111  pever  rejoice  till  I  bear  tbat  yoice  tbat  tbc  Kipg  ei)~ 

joys  bis  owi?  agaip. 
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SOME-DAY-TIME. 

Words  by  C.  R.  Asbbee. 
Air: 4  Wbep  the  Kipg  epjoys  bis  owp  agaip.' 


As  opce  aipopg  the  poppies  white  I  lay, 
A  strapge  wise  wotpap  caipe  by  that  way  5 
Her  robe  it  was  of  the  woodland  greet), 
Her  girdle  was  bossed  with  silyer  sheep. 

She  sat  her  a-dowp  upop  the  groupd, 

Froip  her  book  she  copped  a  rbyipe  5 

44  Oh;  hearkep ! 79  said  she, 44  apd  I'll  prophecy  to  thee 

What  thipgs  shall  happep  ip  soipe~day~thpe." 


44  Whateyer  folk  haye  dreaiped  of  good, 

Or  wise  ipep  darkly  upderstood, 

Or  poets  diiply  haye  foretold, 

Or  seers  seep  ip  days  of  old, 

Each  paipted  page  of  a  dear  desired  age, 
Like  stored  scept  of  layepder  apd  rose  apd  liipe, 
Shall  opep  to  the  sup  apd  its  proipise  shall  be  wop 
Ip  the  thipgs  that  ipay  happep  ip  sotpe-day-tiipe. 
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"Tbis  girdle  roupd  ipy  waist,"  quotb  sloe, 

u  Is  a  ttiket)  of  wbat  tbi^gs  njay  be  $ 

For  eyery  lir>k  of  silyer  tbere 

Is  wrougbt  witb  leisure,  loye,  agd  care. 

Care  it)  tbe  work  tbat  pobody  sball  sbirk, 
Ar;d  leisure  tbat  is  rur>g  it)  tbe  belfry  cbinje  5 
Ai)d  joy  upto  n>er>  wbo  sball  waker?  or>ce  agair> 
To  tbe  tbipgs  tbat  n?ay  bappeij  ir>  son?e-day~tiir?e. 


"Tbei)  clad  like  rpe  it)  tbe  woodland  greei> 

Sball  Epglapd  opce  rpore  stapd  a  queer;  5 

Her  towps  like  caryep  jewels  rise, 

Her  streams  agair>  reflect  tbe  skies. 

Royally  digbt  for  bor>our  apd  deligbt, 
Sbc  sball  cast  aside  ber  n?ar>tle  of  toil  apd  grin>e| 
Tbis  book  xxpot)  ber  kijees,  sbe  sball  greet  tbe  seyei) 
seas 

Witb  fhs  tbipgs  tbat  ipay  bappeg  ii)  soipe-day-tiipe." 


Said  I :  "Ob>  n?ay  I  be  your  kgigbt? 

Ob;  n?ay  I  toucb  your  girdle  brigbt? 

Ob,  n?ay  I  kiss  your  robe  of  woodland  greep  ? 

Ob,  n?ay  I  read  tbose  leayes  between?" 

"  Ab,  t)o ! »  said  sbe  u  tbat  n?ay  pot  be, 
Tbe  world  rpust  wig  01?  a  reasoned  rbyige 
hr)&  'ipid  tbe  poppies  brigbt  sbe  yagisbed  fron>  n?y 
sigbt. 

Sucb  tbipgs  do  bappep  it)  son?e~day~tinje. 
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GOD  SAVE  THE  KING.  1743. 

Ascribed  to  Henry  Carey. 


■pee 

rig  r  n 

God  saye  our  gracious  King ! 
Long  liye  our  noble  King ! 

God  saye  tbe  King. 
Send  bin?  victorious, 
Happy  and  glorious, 
Long  to  reign  oyer  us  5 

God  saye  tbe  King ! 


OLord  our  God,  arise  ! 
Scatter  bis  enernies, 

And  n?ake  tberp  fall ! 
Confound  tbeir  politics, 
Frustrate  tbeir  knavisb  tricks  $ 
On  tbee  our  bopes  we  fix,— 

God  saye  us  all! 


Tby  cboicest  gifts  in  store, 
On  bin?  be  pleased  to  pour, 

Long  n?ay  be  reign ! 
May  be  defend  our  laws, 
And  ever  giye  us  cause 
To  sing  witb  bcart  and  voice, 

God  save  tbe  King ! 
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ST.  GEORGE  FOR  ENGLAND.     Early  %-jtt)  Ceptury. 
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Wby  doe  you  boast  of  Artbur  ai?d  bis  kpigbtes, 

Kgowigg  well  bow  cpapy  n?ep  baye  erjdured  figbtes  7 

For  besides  Kipg  Ardour,  apd  Lancelot  du  lake, 

Or  sir  Tristraip  de  Lionel,  tbat  iSugbt  for  ladies'  sake  j 

Read  ii?  old  bistories,  apd  tbere  you  sball  see 

How  St.  George,  St.  George  tbe  dragog  tpade  to  flee. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Et?glax?d;  St.  Dermis  was  for  France  j 

Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  rpal  y  pepse. 


Mark  our  fatber  Abraban?,  wbet)  first  be  reskcued  Lot 

Ogejy  witb  bis  bousebold,  wbat  conquest  tbere  be  got : 

Dayid  was  elected  a  propbet  ar>d  a  kii?g, 

He  slew  tbe  great  Goliab,  witb  a  stoi>e  witbip  a  slipg : 

Yet  tbese  were  pot  kpigbtes  of  tbe  table  roupdj 

Nor  St.  George,  St.  George,  wbo  tbe  dragop  did  copf  oupd. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapd;  St.  Dcr>pis  was  for  Fraijcej 

Sii?g,  Hor>i  soit  qui  tpal  y  per?se. 
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Jepbtbab  apd  Gideop  did  lead  lbeir  rpep  to  figbt, 

Tbey  conquered  tbe  Aiporites,  apd  put  then)  all  to  flight : 

Hercules  bis  labours  were  op  tbe  plaipes  of  Basse  5 

Apd  Saippsop  slew  a  tbousapd  witb  tbe  jawbone  of  ap  asse, 

Apdeke  be  tbrew  a  terpple  dowpe,  apd  did  a  ipigbty  spoyle : 

But  St.  George,  St.  George  be  did  tbe  dragop  foyle. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapcej 

Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  ipal  y  pepse. 


Tbe  warres  of  apciept  ipoparcbs  it  were  too  lopg  to  tell, 
Apd  likewise  of  tbe  Roipaps,  bow  farre  tbey  did  excellj 
Happyball  apd  Scipio  ip  ipapy  a  fielde  did  figbte : 
Orlapdo  Furioso  be  was  a  wortby  kpigbte : 
Reipus  apd  Rorpulus,  were  tbey  tbat  Roipe  did  builde : 
But  St.  George,  St.  George  tbe  dragop  ipade  to  yielde. 
St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapcej 
Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  xpal  y  pepse. 


Tbe  poble  Alpbopso,  tbat  was  tbe  Spapisb  kipg, 
Tbe  order  of  tbe  red  scarffes  apd  bapdrolles  ip  did  bripg : 
Hebadatroopeof  ipigbty  kpigbtes,  wbep first  be  didbegip, 
Wbicb  sougbt  adyeptures  farre  &  peare,  tbat  copquest  tbey 
ipigbt  wip: 

Tbe  rapks  of  tbe  Pagaps  be  oftep  put  to  fligbt: 

But  St.  George,  St.  George  did  witb  tbe  dragop  figbt. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapce; 
Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  ipal  y  pepse. 


Mapy  kpigbts  bave  fougbt  witb  proude  Taipberlaipe. 
Cutlax  tbe  Dape,  great  warres  be  did  ipaiptaipe : 
Rowlapd  of  Beaipe,  apd  good  sir  Olivere 
Ip  tbe  ffirest  of  Acop  slew  botb  woolfe  apd  beare : 
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Besides  that  poble  Hollander,  sir  Goward  witb  the  bill : 
But  St.  George,  St.  George  tbe  dragor/s  blood  did  spill. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Dermis  was  for  Frapce  5 
Sing;  Hopi  soit  qui  ipal  y  pepse. 


Yaleptipe  apd  Orsop  were  of  kipg  Pepir/s  blood : 
Alfride  apd  Hepry  tbey  were  brave  kpigbtes  apd  good: 
Tbe  four  sops  of  Ayrpop,  tbat  followed  Cbarleipaipe : 
Sir  Hugbop  of  Burdeaux,  apd  Godfrey  of  Bullaipe : 
Tbese  were  all  Frepcb  kpigbtes  tbat  lived  ip  tbat  age : 
But  St.  George,  St.  George  tbe  dragop  did  assuage. 
St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapce; 
Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  tpal  y  pepse. 


Bevis  copquered  Ascapart,  apd  after  slew  tbe  boare, 
Apd  tbepbe  crost  beyopdfhe  seas  to  corpbat  witbfh*  ipoore : 
Sir  Isepbras,  apd  Eglarpore  tbey  were  kpigbtes  ipost  bold  5 
Apd  good  Sir  Jobp  Mapdeville  of  travel  ipucb  batb  told : 
Tbere  were  ipapy  Epglisb  kpigbts  tbat  Pagaps  did  copyert : 
But  St.  George,  St.  George  pluck't  out  tbe  dragor/s  beart. 
St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  France; 
Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  tpal  y  pepse. 


Tbe  poble  Earl  of  Warwick,  tbat  was  called  sir  Guy, 
Tbe  irjfldels  apd  pagaps  stoutlie  did  defie; 
He  Slew  tbe  giapt  Brapdirpore,  apd  after  was  tbe  deatb 
Of  tbat  rpost  gbastly  dup  cowe,  tbe  divell  of  Dupstpore 
beatb? 

Besides  bis  poble  deeds  all  dope  beyopd  tbe  seas : 
But  St.  George,  St.  George  tbe  dragop  did  appease. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapce  j 
Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  ipal  y  pepse. 
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Richard  Coeur~de~liop  erst  kipg  of  this  lapd, 

fie  tbe  Hop  gored  witb  bis  paked  bapd : 

Tbe  false  duke  of  Austria  potbipg  did  be  fearej 

But  bis  sop  be  killed  witb  a  boxe  op  tbe  eare ; 

Besides  bis  farpous  actes  dope  ip  tbe  boly  lapde : 

But  St.  George,  St.  George  tbe  dragop  did  witbstapde. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapce; 

Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  ipal  y  pepse. 


Hepry  tbe  fiftb  be  copquered  all  Frapce, 

Apd  quartered  tbeir  anps,  bis  bopour  to  adyapce : 

He  tbeir  cities  razed,  apd  tbrew  tbeir  castles  dowpe, 

Apd  bis  bead  be  bopoured  witb  a  double  crowpe : 

He  tbuxpped  tbe  Frepcb^ipep,  apd  after  boipe  be  caipe : 

But  St.  George,  St.  George  be  did  tbe  dragop  taipe. 

St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapce; 

Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  tpal  y  pepse. 


St.  Dayid  of  Wales  tbe  Welsb~*pep  xpucb  adyapce : 
St.  Jacques  of  Spaipe,  tbat  pever  yet  broke  lapce: 
St.  Patricke  of  Irelapd,  wbicb  was  St.  Georges  boy, 
Seyep  yeares  be  kept  bis  borse,  apd  tbep  stole  bi«P  away : 
For  wbicb  kpavisb  act,  as  slayes  tbey  doe  rexpaipe : 
But  St.  George,  St.  George  tbe  dragop  be  batb  slaipe. 
St.  George  be  was  for  Epglapdj  St.  Deppis  was  for  Frapce  $ 
Sipg,  Hopi  soit  qui  ipal  y  pepse. 
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RULE,  BRITANNIA!  Air  by  Dr.  Arpe.  1740, 

Words  by  Jaipes  Tboipsop. 


Wbep  Britaip  first,  at  Heav Vs  coiprpapd, 

Arose  froip  out  tbe  azure  tpaip, 
Tbis  was  tbe  cbarter  of  tbe  lapd, 

Apd  guardiap  apgels  sapg  tbis  strait? : 

Rule,  Britappia!  Britappia,  rule  tbe  waves ! 
Britops  peyer,  pever,  pever  sball  be  slaves! 


Tbe  patiops  pot  so  blest  as  tbee, 

Must  ip  tbeir  turps  to  tyrapts  fallj 
Wbile  tbou  sbalt  flourisb  great  apd  free, 

Tbe  dread  apd  epyy  of  tbeip  all. 

Rule,  Britappia !  Britappia,  rule  tbe  waves  I 
Britops  pever,  pever,  pever  sball  be  slayes! 
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Still  ipore  ipajestic  sbalt  tbou  rise, 
More  dreadful  froip  eacb  foreigp  stroke 

As  tbe  loud  blast  tbat  tears  tbe  skies 
Seryes  but  to  root  tby  patiye  oak. 

Rule,  Britappia!  Britappia,  rule  tbe  waves ! 
Britops  peyer,  peyer,  peyer  sball  be  slayes! 


Tbee  baugbty  tyrapts  pe'er  sball  taipej 
All  tbeir  attetppts  to  bepd  tbee  dowp 

Will  but  arouse  tby  generous  flaipej 
But  work  tbeir  woe,  apd  tby  repowp. 

Rule,  Britappia!  Britappia,  rule  tbe  waves ! 
Britops  peyer,  pever,  pever  sball  be  slaves ! 


To  tbee  belopgs  tbe  rural  rcigp; 

Tby  cities  sball  witb  coipiperce  sbipej 
All  tbipe  sball  be  tbe  subject  ipaip, 

Apd  eyery  sbore  it  circles,  tbipe. 

Rule,  Britappia!  Britappia,  rule  tbe  waves! 
Britops  peyer,  peyer,  peyer  sball  be  slayes! 


Tbe  Muses,  still  witb  freedotp  f&upd, 

Sball  to  tby  bappy  coasts  repair ; 
Blest  Isle!  witb  ipatcbless  beauty  crowped, 

Apd  rpaply  bearts  to  guard  tbe  fair. 

Rule,  Britappia!  Britappia,  rule  tbe  waves! 
Britops  peyer,  peyer,  pever  sball  be  slaves! 
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JOHN  BROWN'S  BODY. 

Marcb"*Sopg  of  tbe  Axpericap  War, 
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Jobp  Browp's  body  lies  a^ipould'ripg  ip  tbe  graye, 
Jobp  Browp's  body  lies  a-rpould'ripg  ip  tbe  grayc, 
Jobp  Brown's  body  lies  a~ipould'ripg  ip  tbe  grayc, 
Apd  bis  soul  is  iparcbipg  op. 

Cborus.  Glory,  glory,  ballelujab! 
Glory,  glory,  ballelujab ! 
Glory,  glory,  ballclujab! 
His  soul  is  iparcbipg  op. 


Tbe  stars  of  beavep  are  lookipg  kipdly  dowp, 
Tbe  stars  of  bcayep  are  lookipg  kipdly  dowp, 
Tbe  stars  of  bcayep  are  lookipg  kipdly  dowp, 
Op  tbe  graye  of  old  Jobp  Browp. 

Cborus.  Glory,  glory,  Sc. 
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He's  gope  to  be  a  soldier  ip  tbe  aripy  of  tbe  Lord, 
He's  gope  to  be  a  soldier  ip  tbe  aripy  of  tbe  Lord, 
He's  gope  to  be  a  soldier  ip  tbe  anpy  of  tbe  Lord, 
Apd  bis  soul  is  iparcbipg  op. 

Cborus.  Glory,  glory,  8?c. 


Jobp  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upop  bis  back, 
Jobp  Browp's  knapsack  is  strapp'd  upop  bis  back, 
Jobp  Browp's  knapsack  is  strapped  upop  bis  back, 
Apd  bis  soul  is  iparcbipg  or;. 

Cborus.  Glory,  glory,  Sc. 


His  pet  laipbs  will  ipeet  bin?  op  tbe  way, 
His  pet  laipbs  will  ipeet  biip  op  tbe  way, 
His  pet  laipbs  will  ipeet  bi*P  op  tbe  way, 
Apd  tbey'll  go  iparcbipg  op. 

Cborus.  Glory,  glory,  Sc. 


We'll  bapg  J eff  Dayis  op  a  sour  apple  tree, 
We'll  bapg  Jeff  Dayis  op  a  sour  apple  tree, 
We'll  bapg  Jeff  Dayis  op  a  sour  apple  tree, 
As  we  go  iparcbipg  op. 

Cborus.  Glory,  glory,  ballelujab* 
Glory,  glory,  ballelujab  I 
Glory,  glory,  ballelujab  I 
His  soul  is  iparcbipg  op. 
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THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN. 
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0  Paddy,  dear,  agd  did  youbear  the  pews  tbat's  goh)g  roupd  ? 
Tbe  Sban?rock  is  forbid  by  law  to  grow  op  Irisb  ground  $ 
St.  Patrick's  Day  go  n?ore  we'll  keep,bis  colours  cap't  be  seep, 
For  tbere's  a  bloody  law  agig  tbe  wearing  of  tbe  greep. 

1  ipet  witb  Napper  Tagdy,  apd  be  took  tqq  by  tbe  bagd, 
Apd  be  said "How'spoor  old  Ireland,  82  bow  does  sbe  stagd?  n 
Sbe's  tbe  ipost  distressful  country  tbat  ever  yet  was  seei?, 
Tbey  are  bapgigg  *9er>  &  woipep  for  tbe  wearing  of  tbe  greet). 
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Tbep  sipce  tbe  colour  we  rpust  wear  is  Epglapd's  cruel  red, 
Sure  Ireland's  sops  will  pe'er  forget  tbe  blood  tbat  tbey  bave 
sbed, 

You  ipay  take     sbarprock  frorpyour  bat  &  cast  it  opfae  sod, 
But 'twill  take  root  &  flourisbfrsretbougb  underfoot  'tis  trod; 
"Wbep  law  cap  stop  tbe  blades  of  grass  frorp  growing  as  tbey 
grow, 

Apd  wbep  tbe  leayes  ip  surpiper  tirpe  tbeir  yerdure  dare  pot 
sbow, 

Tbep  I  will  cbapge  tbe  colour  tbat  I  wear  ip  ipy  caubeep, 
But  till  tbat  day,  please  God,  111  stick  to  wearing  of  tbe  greet?. 


But  if  at  last  our  colour  sbould  be  ton?  frotp  Ireland's  beart, 
Her  sops  witbsbaipe  &  sorrow  frorp  foe  dear  old  Isle  will  part  j 
Pye  beard  a  wbisper  of  a  couptry  tbat  is  beyopd  tbe  say, 
Wbere  ricb  apdpoor  stapd  equal  ip  the  ligbt  of  freedoip's  day. 
O,  Erip,  rpust  we  leaye  you  driyep  by  a  tyrapt's  bapd? 
Must  we  ask  a  ipotber's  blessipg  frorp  a  strapge  apd  distapt 
lapd? 

Wbere  tbe  cruel  cross  of  Epglapd  sball  peyeripore  be  seep, 
Apd  wbere,  please  God,  well  liye  apd  die  still  wearipg  of  tbe 
greep. 
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MEN  OF  HARLECH. 


Air :  Welsh  Traditional. 
Words  by  Willianj  Dutbie. 
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Meg  of  Harlecb  I  ip  tbe  bollow, 
Do  ye  bear,  like  rusbir>g  billow, 
Waye  or?  waye  tbat  surging  follow 

Battle's  distant  sour>d? 
'Tis  tbe  tranpp  of  Saxot?  foenjei), 
Saxoi>  spearnjeg,  Saxoi?  bowipegj 
Be  tbey  kpigbts,  or  bii>ds,  or  yeoipei?, 

Tbey  sball  bite  tbe  ground ! 
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Loose  the  folds  asupder, 

Flag  we  conquer  ugder ! 

The  placid  sky,  pow  bright  or)  high? 

Sball  launch  its  bolts  it)  tbugder ! 

Onward !  'tis  our  country  peeds  us ! 
He  is  bravest,  be  who  leads  us ! 
Honour's  self  r)ow  proudly  beads  us 
Caipbria,  God,  ax?d  Right! 

Rocky  steeps  apd  passes  garrow, 
Flasb  witb  spear  apd  flight  of  arrow, 
Who  would  tbipk  of  death  or  sorrow? 

Death  is  glory  r?ow ! 
Hurl  the  reeling  borsenpag  oyer! 
Let  the  earth  dead  foeipep  coyer! 
Fate  of  friend,  of  wife,  of  loyer, 

Trenjbles  or)  a  blow ! 
Strapds  of  life  are  riyep  5 
Blow  for  blow  is  giveg, 
It)  deadly  lock,  or  battle  shock, 
Ax)d  "  Mercy ! 99  shrieks  to  beaver) ! 

Meg  of  Harlech;  youpg  at?d  hoary! 

Would  you  wii)  a  i)an?e  it)  story? 

Strike  for  bonje,  for  life,  for  glory! 

Can?bria,  God,  agd  Right! 
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BEING  THE  FOURTH  PART  OF 
THE  SONG  BOOK  °F  THE  GUILD 
OF  HANDICRAFT. 


FYE,  NAY,  PRITHEE,  JOHN.  Purcell. 

Century. 


t .  Fie,  pay,  pritbee,  Jobp, 
Do  pot  quarrel,  ipap, 
Let's  be  iperry  apd  sipg  a  bout. 

2.  You're  a  kpave,  you  cbeated  tpe ! 
I  swear  before  ti)is  coippapy, 

I  carep't  a  fartbipg,  sir,  for  all  you  are  so  stout ! 

3.  Sir,  you  lie !  I  scorp  your  word ! 
Or  apy  rpap's  tbat  wears  a  sword  5 

For  all  you  buff,  wbo  cares  a  fig  apd  wbo  cares  for  you  ? 

IV.-2 


HARK  THE  BONNY  CHRIST  CHURCH  BELLS! 

Dear)  Aldricb.  *7tb  Ceptury. 
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t .  Hark  tbe  boppy  Cbristcburcb  belTs ! 
Ope,  two,  tbree,  four,  fiye,  six !  tbey  soupd 
So  woupdy  great,  so  wopdrous  sweet, 
Apd  tbey  troul  so  rperrily,  rperrily. 

2  .  Hark  tbe  first  apd  second  bells 
Tbat  eyery  day  at  four  apd  tep 
Cry  corpe,  corpe,  corpe,  corpe,  corpe  to  prayers, 
Apd  tbe  verger  troops  before  tbe  Dear?. 

3.  Tipgle,  tipgle,  tipg  goes  tbe  srpall  bell  at  pipe 
To  call  tbe  bearers  borpe  5 

But  de'il  a  rpap  will  leave  bis  cap  till  be  bears  tbe 
rpigbtyTorp. 
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LOOK,  NEIGHBOURS,  LOOK! 

Dr.  Harrii>gtoi>.  tytb  Ceptury. 
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1 .  Look,  peigbbours,  look !  bere  lies  poor  Tbonjas  Day ! 

Dead  agd  turned  to  clay! 

2.  Does  be  sure?  Wbat  old  Tboipas?  Wbat  youpg  Tboxpas? 

Wbat  old  Tboipas  ?  Lack,  lack~a~day ! 

3.  Poor  soul !  aye !  aye !  90 !  t)o !  aye,  aye,  aye ! 
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TURN,  AMARILLIS. 


JobP  Hiltop. 
Early  vjft)  Cegtury. 
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1 ,  Txxrt),  Atparillis,  to  tby  swaii), 
Tby  Daipog  calls  tbee  back  agaii). 

2. 1  ki>ow  a  pretty,  pretty,  pretty  arbour  i)igb 
Wbere  Apollo,  wbere  Apollo  dare  rjot  spy  j 

3.  Tbere  well  sit,  apd  wbilst  I  play 
Sigg  to  ts)y  pipe  a  roupdelay. 
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THE  HART  HE  LOVES  THE  HIGH  WOOD. 

Apopynjous. 
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i  -  Tbe  bait  be  loyes  tbe  bigb  wood, 

2 ,  Tbe  bare?  be  loyes  tbe  bill  J 

3,  Tbe  kpigbt  be  loyes  bis  brigbt  sword, 

4,  Tbe  lady  loyes  ber  will. 


IY.-6 


MY  DAME  HATH  A  LAME  TAME  CRANE. 

Matttjew  White,  \-jtt)  Ceptury. 
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t ,  My  daipe  batfc  a  laipe  tatpe  crape, 

2.  My  daipe  l)atb  a  crape  tl)at  is  laipej 

3.  Go,  geptle  Jape,  let  tpy  darpe's  larpe  tatpe 

4.  Crape,  feed  apd  coipe  rjotpe  agaip. 


IY.-7 


BUBBLING  AND  SPLASHING. 


Purcell. 
17th  Century. 
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1 .  Bubbling  and  splasbing  and  foatning  and  dasbing 
Witb  poise  and  witb  bustle  tbe  brook  rusbes  by  $ 

2.  But  silent  and  slow  does  tbe  deep  riyer  ffow 
On  its  sinootb  glassy  boson?  reflecting  tbe  sky. 

3.  Tbus  sballow  pretense  babbles  on  witbout  sense, 
Wbile  true  knowledge  and  wisdom?  sit  silently  by. 


IV.-8 


WHEN  Y  AND  I  TOGETHER  MEET. 


Purcell. 
xjti)  Cegtury. 


t .  Wbe9  V  apd  I  together  njeet 
We  n?ake  up  VI  it)  bouse  or  street  5 

2 .  But  I  ai)d  Y  ipay  njeet  or>ce  ipore 
Ax)d  tbep  we  two  cap  tpake  but  IY  5 

3.  But  wber>  tbat  Y  froip  I  is  gope 
Alas !  poor  I  cap  ipake  but  I. 


IY.-9 


MISTER  SPEAKER  THOUGH  'TIS  LATE. 

S.  Baildop.  xytt)  Cci)tury. 
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IV.-to 


i ,  Mister  Speaker  tbo'  'tis  late,  Mister  Speaker  tbo'  'tis  late, 
tbo'  'tis  late !  I  n?ust  lengtbei?  tbe  debate, 
I  n?ust  lengtben  tbe  debate,  Mister  Speaker 
tbo'  'tis  late,  I  n?ust  lengtbei?  tbe  debate ! 


2.  Question !  Question !  Question !  Question !  Question ! 
Hear  bin? !  Hear  bin?  !  Hear !  Sir  I  sball  nan?e 
you  if  you  stir :  if  you  stir :  Sir  I  sball  naine 
you  if  you  stir :  sir  I  sball  nan?e  you,  sir 
I  sball  nan?e  you,  sir  I  sball  nan?e  you  if  you  stir! 


3 .  Order !  Order !  Order !  Hear  bin? !  Hear  bin? ! 
Hear  bin? !  Hear  bin? !  Hear !  Pray  support 
tbe  Cbair !  Pray  support  tbe  Cbair !  Pray  support 
tbe  Cbair !  Pray  support  tbe  Cbair!  Question ! 
Order !  Hear  bin? !  Hear!  Pray  support,  support 
tbe  Cbair! 


IV.-U 


NOW  GOD  BE  WITH  OLD  SIMEON. 

Apopyipous.  t6oo. 
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1 .  Now  God  be  witb  old  Sitpcop, 
For  be  rpadc  caps  for  ipapy  a  ope 
Apd  a  good  old  ipap  was  be 

2.  Apd  Jepkip  was  bis  jourpeyipap 
Apd  be  could  tipple  of  eyery  cap, 
Apd  tbus  be  sapg  to  tpe. 

3*  Now  berc's  to  tbec,  sir  kpave  to  tbec, 
Tbep  beigb  bo,  Jolly  Jepkip, 
I  spy  a  kpave  a  dripkip 
Coipe  troll  tbc  bowl  to  ipe ! 
IY.-tz 
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I  CANNOT  SING  THIS  CATCH.         Dr.  Harrii)gtoi>. 

xjth  Ccptury, 


t .  I  cappot  sipg  tbis  catcb  5 1  sball  laugb,  I  sball  laugb 
Ha,  ba,  ba,  ba,  I  sball  laugb,  sball  laugb  ba,  ba,  ba,  ba, 
O  dear!  I  sball  laugb,  ba,  ba,  ba! 


2.  For  sban?e,you  silly  calf,  dop't  you  laugb,  dop't  you 

laugb, 

Dop't  you  laugb,  you  will  i?otsii>g  it  bait  ^ 
Butn?akcusalltolaugb,n?akcusalltolaugb,ba,ba,ba,ba. 

3.  Look  at  bis  face,  Ha,  ba,  ba,  ba,  ba!  Look  at  bis  face!  ba, 

ba,  ba, 

Wbei?  be  sipgs  tbe  bass,  Look,  look  at  bis  face ! 
Ha, ba,  ba,  ba,  ba, ba.  Ha!  Ha!  Ha! 


GREAT  TOM  IS  CAST.     Matthew  White,  xjth  Century. 


1 .  Great  Ton?  is  cast,  and 

2.  Cbristcburcb  bells  ring 
One  two  tbree  four  five 

3  six,  at>d  Ton?  coines  last. 


GO  TO  JANE  GLOVER. 


Aj?o*)y«£?ous.  1609. 
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Go  to  Jape  Glover,  Ai?d 

2.  tell  ber  I  loye  ber,  Agd 

3.  at  tbe  ex)d  of  tbe  n?ooi> 

4.  Iwillcotpetober. 


IV.-*5 


COME  FOLLOW,  FOLLOW.  Job*?  Hiltop. 

Early Ceptury. 


t .  Cotpe  follow,  follow,  follow,  follow,  follow,  follow  ipc. 

2.  Wbitber  sball  I  follow,  follow,  follow,  wbitbcr  sball  I 

follow,  follow  tbcc? 

3.  To  tbe  greenwood,  to  tbc  greenwood,  to  tbc  greenwood, 

greenwood  tree. 


IY.-t6 


A  SOUTHERLY  WIND. 


t5tb  Century. 
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% .  A  southerly  wipd  ar>d  a  cloudy  sky 
Proclainjetb  a  burjtir>g  n?orc>ir>g. 
Before  the  sup  rises  away  we  fly, 
Tberp  tbat  sleep  it)  a  drowsy  bed  scorr>ir>g. 

2.  To  borse,  n?y  braye  boys,  apd  away, 
Brigbt  Pboebus  tbe  bills  is  adorr>ii?g$ 
Tbe  face  of  all  pature  is  gay, 
'Tis  a  beautiful  but)tir>g  ipon?ir>g. 

^"Witb  a  bark,  bark,  forward, 
~  Tally  bo,  tally  bo,  tally  bo, 

Tber>  bark,  bark,  forward, 

Tally  bo,  tally  bo,  tally  bo. 


IV.-t7 


fr£re  jacques. 
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* .  Frere  Jacques !  Frere  Jacques ! 
2.  Dorn?ez  yous  ?  Dorn?ez  yous? 
3*  Soi?r?ez  la  n?atii?e !  Sont?ez  la  rpatipc ! 
4-  Bin?  ban?  bin? !  Bin;  ban;  bin? ! 

IV.-15 


PEDRO,  REVEILLEZ-VOUS.         Desiree  Artot.  vSqo. 


Pedro,  reyeillez~yous, 
2.  Pedro,  reveillez~vous, 
3  Reyeillez-yous,  reyeillez-yous. 


IV.-to 


PREACHER. 


SivQor)  lyes.  Early  17th  Ceptury. 
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1 .  Thus  saitb  the  Preacher :  All  is  yapity  upder  tl>e  sup ! 

2.  All  is  vanity,  vapity  of  vapity,  upder  the  sup ! 

3.  Vapity,  all  is  yapity  of  yapity,  upder  tbe  sup ! 


IV.-20 


HASTE  THEE,  NYMPH, 


Purcell.  iytt)  Cegtury. 
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1 .  Haste  tr>ee,  Nyippb*  a*)d  bripg  with  tbee 
Jest  agd  youtbful  jollity, 

2.  Qjiips  ar;d  crai)ks  apd  waptoi?  wiles, 
Hods  at)d  becks  agd  wreathed  snpiles, 

3.  Sport  tbat  wripkled  care  derides 
Ax)d  Laughter  boldipg  botb  bis  sides. 


IV.-21 


AN  APE,  A  LION. 


Purcell.  Century. 
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IY.-22 


\ ,  Ax)  ape,  a  lior>,  a  fox  at)d  ar>  ass 
Do  sbow  forth  n?ai?'s  life  as  it  were  it)  a  glass  5 

2,  For  apisb  tbey  are  till  twenty  apd  ope, 
Ai)d  after  tbat  Hops  till  forty  be  gogej 

3.  Tbei)  witty  as  foxes  till  tbree  score  ar>d  tei), 
Ar>d  after  tb&t  asses  ai>d  so  t)0  ipore  n?ep. 


t .  A  dove,  a  sparrow,  a  parrot,  a  crow, 
As  plainly  set  fortb  bow  you  worker)  rpay  ki)ow. 

2.  Harmless  tbey  are  till  tbirteep  be  goi)e, 
Tber;  warjtoi?  as  sparrows  till  forty  draw  or), 

3.  Tber>  prating  as  parrots  till  tbrce  score  be  o'er, 
Tbep  birds  of  ill  otpet)  apd  worpei)  t)o  ipore. 


IV. 


AYE  MARIA. 
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1.  Aye  Maria! 

2.  Aye  Maria! 

3.  Aye  Maria! 


IY.-24 


TUEZ  LE  COQ,. 
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\ .  Tucz  le  coq,  tuez  le  coq, 

2.  tucz  le  coq,  tuez  lc  coq ! 

3.  II  i)c  dira  plus :  Cocolas,  cocolas ! 

4.  II  t)e  dira  plus :  cocolas !  cocolas! 


TV.-zS 


THE  WISE  MEN.     Willian?  Lawes.  Early  17th  Century 
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t ,  Tbe  wise  n)Qi)  were  but  sever;  Ne'er  njore  sball  be  for  cpe, 

z»  Tbe  ipuses  were  but  pipe,  Tbe  wortbies  tbree  thpes  tbree, 

3,  Ai}d  tbree  iperry  boys  agd  tbree  rgerry  boys  Apd  tbree 
iperry  boys  are  we. 


IV.-26 


THERE  WAS  AN  INVISIBLE  FOX.         Jo*>0  Hiltop, 

Early  xjit)  Cei)tury. 
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x .  There  was  at)  igyisible  fox  by  cl>ar?cc 
z.  Wbo  n?et  with  two  yisible,  yisible  geese  j 

3.  He  taugbt  tb«9  a  fii?e  ipyisible  dapce 

4,  For  a  hundred  bupdred  crowds  a-piece. 

IV.-27 


WHO'LL  BUY  MY  ROSES. 


1 .  Wbo'U  buy  ipy  roses,  ipy  pretty  posies, 
Wbo'll  buy  ipy  lilies,  ladies  fair. 

2.  Taste  apd  try  before  you  buy  ipy  fipe  ripe  pears  j 
Taste  apd  try  before  you  buy  ipy  fipe  ripe  pears. 

3.  Clo',  do',  apy  old  do  to  sell  or 

Hare  skips  or  rabbit  skips,  apy  old  do' ! 


IY.-2S 


HO,  HO,  NOBODY. 


17th  Ceptury* 
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t.  Ho,  bo, 

2.  Nobody  at  bon?e, 

3.  Meat  por  dripk  por 

4.  Mopcy  b&ve  we  popej 

5.  Fill  tbe  pot,  Eedie, 

6.  Never  rpore  peed  I. 

IY.--29 


THREE  BLIND  MICE. 
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t .  Tbree  blir>d  ipice, 
Tbree  bligd  rpicc, 


2.  See  bow  tbey  rug! 
See  bow  tbey  rut? !  Tbey 


3.  All  rag  after  tbe  farrger's  wife, 

Wbo  cut  off  tbeir  tails  witb  a  carvigg  kgive. 


IV.-30 


CHAIRS  TO  MEND. 


pggpii  Ir'r/J  W.  Wpp  p.J  [» 
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.  Cbairs  to  njerjd,  old  cbairs  to  n>et)d ! 
Rusb  or  cai?e~botton>ed,  old  cbairs  to  iperjd,  old  cbairs 
to  n?ei)d!  Fresb 


2.  Mackerel!  Fresb  njackerel!  Fresb  ixjackerel! 

Fresb  njackerel !  Agy 

3.  01dclo!ai>yoldclo! 

Take  njogqy  for  your  old  do ! 
Hareskips  apd  rabbitskigs! 


IY.-3i 


MAY  BRINGS  ROUND. 
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i ,  May  brings  roupd  tl)c  joyous  scope, 
Tbc  Maypole  op  tbe  village  greei) 


2  Witbribboi)S,ffagagdcbapletsboui)d 
Apd  pipe  apd  tabor's  ipirtbful  soupd, 

3  Wbilc  iperry  bells  ix)  concert  ripg, 
At)d  iperry  yoices  blithely  sipg. 


IV.-32 


IHE  FIFTH  PART 
OF  THE  SONG 
BOOK  OF  THE 
GUILD  °F  HAN- 
DICRAFT, BEING  SONGS 
OF  THE  COUNTRY,  82  THE 
TILLING  OF  THE  SOIL. 


THE  JOLLY  WAGGONER. 


if i  /On  in  ir^ 
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Wbep  first  I  wept  a~waggopipg,  a~waggopipg  did  go, 

I  filled  ipy  parents'  beart  witb  grief,  witb  sorrow,  care,  apd  woe, 

Apd  ipapy  are  tbe  bardsbips  tbat  I  baye  sipce  gope  tbro\ 

Sipg  wo !  ipy  lads,  sipg  wo ! 

Drive  op,  ipy  lads,  I  bo! 

Wbo  would  pot  lead  tbe  stirripg  life 

Tbe  jolly  waggopers  do  ? 

Cborus.  Sipg  wo !  ipy  lads,  sipg  wo ! 
Driye  op,  ipy  lads,  I  bo ! 
Wbo  would  pot  lead  tbe  stirripg  life 
"We  jolly  waggopers  do? 


Upop  a  cold  apd  storrpy  pigbt  wbep  wetted  to  tbe  skip, 
I  bear  it  witb  coptepted  beart  uptil  I  reacb  tbe  ipp $ 
Apd  tbep  I  sit  a~dripkipg,  boys,  witb  lapdlord  apd  bis  kip. 
Sipg  wo !  ipy  lads,  sipg  wo  1 85c. 

Cborus.  Sipg  wo  I  ipy  lads,  sipg  wo !  Sc. 


V.-2 


Now  suipipcr  is  a~coining  or),  wbat  pleasures  shall  we  see ! 
Tbe  n?erry  fincb  is  twittering  on  eyery  greenwood  tree, 
Tbe  blackbird  and  tbe  tbrusbes  too  are  wbistling  njerrily. 
Sing  wo !  rny  lads,  sing  wo  !  Sc. 
Cborus.  Sing  wo !  tny  lads,  sing  wo !  Sc. 


Wben  Micbaelipas  is  corning  or),  well  pleasure  also  find, 
Well  ipake  tbe  gold  to  fly,  ipy  boys,  like  cbaff  before  tbe  wind, 
And  eyery  lad  will  loye  bis  lass,  so  njerry,  brisk  and  kind. 
Sing  wo!  rpy  lads,  sing  wo !  Sc. 

Cborus.  Sing  wo !  ipy  lads,  sing  wo !  Sc. 


Along  tbe  country  road,  alas !  but  waggons  few  are  seer), 
Tbe  world  is  topsy~turyy  turned,  and  all  tbings  go  by  stearp, 
And  all  tbe  past  is  passed  away,  like  to  a  xporning  dreaip. 
Sing  wo !  xny  lads,  sing  wo !  Sc. 

Cborus.  Sing  wo  1  tpy  lads,  sing  wo !  Sc. 


Tbe  landlords  cry:  "Wbat  sball  we  do?  our  business  is  no  tnore, 
Tbe  railway  it  bas  ruined  us,  wbo  badly  fared  before; 
'Tis  luck  and  gold  to  one  or  two,  but  ruined  are  a  score." 
Sing  wo !  noy  lads,  sing  wo !  Sc. 

Cborus.  Sing  wo!  iny  lads,  sing  wo!  Sc. 

Y.-3 


THE  SWEET  NIGHTINGALE.    Surrey  Traditional. 
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One  njorning  in  May  by  cbance  I  did  rove, 
I  sat  tnyself  down  by  tbe  side  of  a  grove, 
And  tbere  did  I  bear  tbe  sweet  nigbtingale  sin& 
I  peyer  beard  so  sweet.  I  never  beard  so  sweet. 
I  never  beard  so  sweet  as  tbe  birds  in  tbe  Spring. 


All  on  tbe  greet)  grass  I  sat  inyself  down 
"Wbere  tbe  voice  of  tbe  nigbtingale  ecboed  around  $ 
Doi^'t  you  bear  bow  sbe  quiyers  tbe  notes  ?  I  declare 
No  ipusic,  no  songster.  No  tpusic,  no  songster. 
No  ipusie,  no  songster  witb  ber  can  coinpare. 


Con?e,  all  young  n?en,  I'll  bave  you  draw  near, 

I  pray  you  now  beed  n?e  tbese  words  for  to  bear, 

Tbat  wben  you're  grown  old  you  n?ay  baye  it  to  sing* 

Tbat  you  never  beard  so  sweet.  Tbat  vou  never  beard  so  sweet. 

Tbat  you  never  beard  so  sweet  as  tbe  birds  it)  tbe  Spring. 

V.-4 


THE  WIND  BLOWS  OUT  OF  THE  WEST  COUNTRY. 

Air :  Darttpoor  Traditional.  Words  by  S.  Baripg-Gould. 


Tbe  wipd  blows  out  of  tbe  West  Country, 
The  tbrusb  is  piping  ip  every  tree,  (repeat) 
Tbe  boppy  cbeek  ip  tbe  xporp  is  wet 
Witt)  tears  before  that  tbe  sup  is  set. 

Alas !  alas !  tbat  tbe  day  dotb  rup 
Ip  raip,  ip  raip  tbat  is  pever  dope ! 

Tbe  wipd  blows  out  of  tbe  East  Couptry, 
Apd  bligbts  tbe  flowers  op  eyery  tree,  (repeat) 
Tbe  bitter  frost-it  is  like  a  kpife 
Tbat  cuttetb>  slayetb  tbe  sweetest  life. 

Alas !  alas !  tbat  tbe  day  dotb  rup 
Ip  frost  apd  cold  tbat  is  pever  dope ! 

Tbe  wipd  blows  out  of  tbe  Nortb  Couptry, 
Apd,  rude,  uprootetb  tbe  tepder  tree,  (repeat) 
No  feeble  flower  cap  face  tbe  gale, 
No  wipg  of  bird  cap  at  all  prevail. 

Alas !  alas !  tbat  tbe  day  dotb  rup 

Tbrougb  bowlipg  stortp  tbat  is  pever  dope! 

Tbe  wipd  blows  out  of  tbe  Soutb  Couptry, 
Apd  buds  are  burstipg  op  eyery  tree,  (repeat) 
Tbe  blackbirds  carol,  tt>e  leaves  upfold, 
Tbe  cowslips  ripple  a  sea  of  gold. 

Alas !  alas !  tbat  tbe  day  dotb  rup 
So  swift  frorp  rise  to  tbe  set  of  sup  I 

Y.-5 


THE  SERVINGMAN  AND  THE  HUSBANDMAN, 

Hatppsbire  Traditional. 


Kfr  p  pi J    JtoiTpip ; ;  \  JMiP  jUi 


Well  tpet,  tpy  brother  friepd,  all  op  tbe  bigbway  ridipg 
So  supply,  all  alopej 

I  pray  you  to  tell  tpe  what  ipay  your  calling  be, 
Or  are  you  a  seryipgipap? 

O !  wby,  tpy  brother  dear,  wbat  tpakes  you  to  enquire 
Of  apy  sucb  tbipg  at  ipy  bapd? 
But  sipce  you  are  so  faip,  tbep  I  will  tell  you  plaip, 
I  aip  a  dowprigbt  busbapdipap. 

But  sipce  you  are  so  faip,  tbep  I  will  tell  you  plaip, 
I  aip  a  dowprigbt  busbapdipap. 

If  a  busbapdipap  you  be,  tbep  go  alopg  witb  tpe, 
Apd  quickly  you  sball  see  out  of  bapd  $ 
Tbep,  ip  a  little  space,  I  will  belp  you  to  a  pit 
Wbere  you  ipay  be  a  seryipgipap. 


Lace 


Kipd  sir,  I  turp  you  tbapks  for  your  iptelligepce: 
Tbese  tbipgs  I  receive  at  your  bapdj 

But  sotpetbipg  pray  pow  sbow  tbat  first  I  ipay  plaiply  kpow 
Tbe  pleasures  for  tbe  seryipgtpap. 

But  soipetbipg  pray  pow  sbow  tbat  first  I  ipay  plaiply  kpow 
Tbe  pleasures  for  tpe  seryipgtpap. 
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Wby>  a  servipgipap  bas  pleasure  beyopd  all  sort  of  measure, 
Witb  bis  bawk  op  bis  fist  as  be  stands,  V:  ■■*¥■*. 

For  tbe  gaipe  tbat  be  does  kill  apd  tbe  ipeat  tbat  does  bi«?  fill 
Are  pleasures  for  tbe  servipgipap. 

Apd  ipy  pleasure's  ipore  tbap  tbat  5  to  see  ipy  oxep  fat, 
Apd  a  good  stack  of  bay  by  tbeip  stapd, 
My  plougbipg  apd  ipy  sowipg,  ipy  reapipg  apd  ipy  ipowipg, 
Are  pleasures  for  tbe  busbapdipap. 

My  plougbipg  apd  ipy  sowipg,  ipy  reapipg  apd  ipy  ipowipg, 
Are  pleasures  for  tbe  busbapdipap. 

Wby,  it  is  a  gallapt  tbipg  to  ride  out  witb  a  kipg, 

Witb  a  lord,  duke,  or  apy  sucb  n>ap  ; 

To  bear  tbe  borps  to  blow  apd  see  tbe  boupds  all  ip  a  row- 

Tbat  is  pleasure  for  tbe  servipgipap. 

But  ipy  pleasure's  ipore,  I  kpow,  to  see  ipy  corp  to  grow, 
Apd  so  tbriviOS  »n  oyer  lal>d> 

Apd  tberefore  do  I  ipeap,  witb  toy  plougbipg  witb  n?y  teaip, 
To  keep  ipyself  a  busbapdipap. 

Apd  tberefore  do  I  ipeap,  witb  ipy  plougbipg  witb  tpy  teaip, 
To  keep  ipyself  a  busbapdipap. 

Wby>  tbe  diet  tbat  we  eat  is  tbe  cboicest  of  all  ipeat, 
Sucb  as  pig,  goose,  capop,  or  swap  5 
Our  pastry  is  so  fipe,  we  dripk  sugar  ip  our  wipe- 
Tbat  is  livipg  for  tbe  servipgipap. 

Talk  pot  of  goose  or  capop,  giye  ipe  good  beef  or  bacop, 
Apd  good  bread  apd  cbeese  pow  apd  tbep, 
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Witb  puddipg,  brawp,  apd  souse,  all  ip  a  farmer's  bouse- 
Tbat  is  livipg  for  tbe  busbapdtpap. 

Witb  puddipg,  brawp,  apd  souse,  all  ip  a  fartper's  bouse- 
Tbat  is  liyipg  for  tbe  busbapdtpap. 

Wby,  tbe  clotbipg  tbat  we  wear  is  delicate  apd  rare, 
Witb  our  coat,  lace,  buckles,  apd  bapdj 
Our  sbirts  are  wbite  as  tpilk,  our  stockings  tbey  are  silk- 
Tbat  is  clotbipg  for  tbe  seryipgtpap. 

But  I  yalue  pot  a  bair  for  delicate  fipe  wear, 
Sucb  as  gold  is  laced  upop  j 

Giye  tpe  a  good  great  coat,  apd  ip  tt)y  purse  a  groat— 
Tbat  is  clotbipg  for  tbe  busbapdtpap. 

Giye  tpe  a  good  great  coat,  apd  ip  tpy  purse  a  groat— 
Tbat  is  clotbipg  for  tbe  busbapdtpap. 

Kipd  sir,  it  would  be  bad  if  pope  could  be  bad 
Tbose  tables  for  to  wait  upop  $ 

Tbere  is  po  lord,  duke,  or  squire,  por  pe'er  a  tpap  of  bopour 
Cap  do  witbout  a  seryipgtpap. 

But,  Jack,  it  would  be  worse  if  tbere  was  pope  of  us 
Tbe  plougb  for  to  follow  alopg ; 
Tbere  is  peitber  lord  por  kipg  por  apy  otber  ope 
Cap  do  witbout  tbe  busbapdtpap. 

Tbere  is  peitber  lord  por  kipg  por  apy  otber  ope 
Cap  do  witbout  tbe  busbapdtpap. 

Kipd  sir,  I  ipust  copf&ss  apd  I  butpbly  protest 
I  will  giye  you  tbe  uppertpost  bapdj 
Altbougb  your  labour's  paipful,  it  is  so  very  gaipful, 
I  wisb  I  were  a  busbapdtpap. 

So  cotpe  pow,  let  us  all,  botb  great  as  well  as  stpall, 
Pray  for  tbe  graip  of  our  lapdj 
Apd  let  us  wbatsoeyer,  do  all  our  best  epdeayour 
To  xpaiptaip  tbe  good  busbapdtpap. 

Apd  let  us  wbatsoeyer,  do  all  our  best  epdeavour 
To  maiptaip  tbe  good  busbapdtpap. 
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THE  REAPHOOK  AND  THE  SICKLE. 

Haippsbire  Traditional. 


Coipe  all  you  lads  apd  lasses,  togetber  let  us  go 
Ipto  soipe  pleasapt  corpfield  our  courage  for  to  sbow  j 
Witt)  tbe  reapbook  apd  tl)e  sickle  so  well  we  clear  tbe  lapd, 
Tbe  fanner  says,  "Well  dope,  ipy  lads,  bere's  liquor  at  your 
coipipapd." 


By  dayligbt  ip  tbe  iporpipg,  wbep  birds  so  sweetly  sipg, 
-Tbcy  are  sucb  cbanpipg  creatures,  tbey  rpake  tbe  valley 
ripg- 

"We  will  reap  apd  scrape  togetber  till  Pboebus  do  go  dowp, 
Witb  tbegoodold  leatberp  bottle  ffi  tbe  beer  tbatissobrowp. 


Tbep  ip  coipes  lovely  Napcy,  tbe  corp  all  for  to  lay, 
Sbe  is  ipy  cbanpipg  creature,  I  ipust  begip  to  pray  5 
See  bow  sbe  gatbers  it,  bipds  it,  sbe  folds  it  ip  ber  anps, 
Tbep  gives  it  to  soipe  waggoper  to  fill  a  farmer's  barps. 


Now  barvestfs  dope  apd  epded,tbe  corp  secure  froip  bang, 
All  for  to  go  to  iparket,  boys,  we  ipust  tbresb  ip  tbe  ban?  j 
Here's  a  bcaltb  to  all  you  fanpers,  likewise  to  all  you  tpep, 
I  wisb  you  bcaltb  apd  bappipess  till  barvest  corpes  agaip. 
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WIDDICOMBE  FAIR. 


Son?erset  Traditional. 


"Ton?  Heales,  Ton?  Heales,  lend  n?e  your  grey  n?are, 

All  along,  down  along,  out  along,  lee, 
For  I  want  to  go  to  Widdicoinbe  Fair 

Chorus-0 

Wi'  Bill  Hardin?at?,  Ernest  Godrpan,  Cbarley  Downer, 
Alf  Pilkington,  Lewis  Hugbes,  Arthur  Can?eron, 
Cyril  Kelsey,  George  Colverd,  Jack  Bailey, 
Sin?  San?uels,  and  old  Uncle  Ton?  Cobley  82  all." 


"And  wben  sball  I  see  again  n?y  grey  n?are?» 

All  along;  down  along;  out  along?  lee, 
"By  Friday  soon*  or  Saturday  noon 

Cborus-Wi'  Bill  Hardin?an,  Sc." 


Tben  Friday  can?e,  and  Saturday  noon, 

All  along,  down  along,  out  along,  lee, 
But  Ton?  Heales'  old  n?are  sbe  neyer  con?e 

Cborus— Wi'  Bill  Hardin?an,  Sc. 

°Tbe  nan?es  n?ay  be  yaried  according  to  tbe  singers  present 
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So  Ton)  Heates  be  got  up  to  tbe  top  o'  tbe  bill; 

All  along;  down  along;  out  along;  lee, 

And  be  seed  bis  old  spare  down  a  rnakipg  ber  will 

Cborus— Wi'  Bill  Harditpap,  Sc. 


So  Ton?  Heales'  old  rnare,  ber  took  sick  and  died, 

All  along,  down  along;  out  along,  lee, 

And  Ton?  be  sat  down  0x7  a  stone,  and  be  cried 

Cborus— Wi'  Bill  Hardin>ap,  Sc. 


But  tbis  isn't  tbe  end  of  tbis  sbocking  affair, 

All  along,  down  along;  out  along;  lee, 

Nor  tbougb  tbey  be  dead,  of  tbe  borrid  career 

Cborus-Of  Bill  Hardin?an,  Sc. 


Wben  tbe  wind  wbistles  cold  on  tbe  inoor  of  a  nigbt. 

All  along,  down  along;  out  along;  lee, 

Ton?  Heales'  old  tnare  dotb  appear  gastbjy  wbite, 

Cborus-WP  Bill  Hardiinan,  Sc. 


And  all  tbe  long  nigbt  be  beard  skirling  and  groans, 

All  along;  down  along;  out  along;  lee, 

Froin  Ton?  Heales'  old  snare  in  ber  rattling  bones. 

Cborus— And  froin  Bill  Hardiinan;  Sc. 


THE  MESSAGE  OF  THE  MARCH  WIND. 

Words  by  Williarp  Morris.  Air-"  Teddy  O'Neil." 

lotbCeptury. 


lf,t,inroi]i-'T3ii  lumim 


!if^iJJ3iJPirjNj^iJTJiJl 


Fair  gow  is  tbe  spriggtide,  x)ovi  eartb  lies  beboldipg 

Witb  tbe  eyes  of  a  loyer,  tbe  face  of  tbe  sur>$ 
Lorjg  lastetb  tbe  dayligbt,  ar>d  bope  is  er>foldir>g 

Tbe  greep-growipg  acres  witb  increase  begug. 
Now  sweet,  sweet  it  is  tbrougb  tbe  lapd  to  be  straying 

'Mid  tbe  birds  apd  tbe  blossorps  ar>d  tbe  beasts  of  tbe  field. 
Love  xpirjgles  witb  loye,  ar>d  r;o  eyil  is  weigbipg 

Or)  tby  beart  or  igirje,  wbere  all  sorrow  is  bealed. 


Fronj  towpsbip  to  towpsbip,  o'er  dowr>  apd  by  tillage 

Fair,  far  ryavQ  we  warjdered,  arjd  lor;g  was  tbe  day, 
But  r>ow  coroetb  eye  at  tbe  cxyd  of  tbe  yillage, 

Wbere  oyer  tbe  grey  wall  tbe  cburcb  risetb  grey. 
Tbere  is  wit)d  ir>  tbe  twiligbtj  it)  tbe  wbite  road  before  us 

Tbe  straw  froirj  tbe  ox-yard  is  blowing  about ; 
Tbe  njoor/s  ritp  is  rising,  a  star  glitters  o'er  us, 

Ar>d  tbe  yape  ot)  tbe  spiretop  is  swiggigg  ir>  doubt. 


Hark !  ftve  wipd  ip  tbe  ehp~bougbs !  Frorp  Lopdop  it  blowetb, 

Apd  telletb  of  gold,  apd  of  bope  apd  uprest  5 
Of  power  tbat  belps  potj  of  wisdotp  tbat  kpowetb, 

But  teacbetb  pot  augbt  of  tbe  worst  apd  tbe  best : 
Of  ricb  ipep  it  tellctb,  apd  strapge  is  tbe  story 

How  tbey  bave,  apd  tbey  backer,  apd  grip  far  apd  wide, 
Apd  tbey  liye  apd  tbey  die,  apd  tbe  eartb  apd  its  glory 

Has  beep  but  a  burdep  tbey  scarce  ipigbt  abide. 


Hark!  tbe  Marcb  wipd  agaip  of  a  people  is  tellipg ; 

Of  tbe  life  tbat  tbey  live  tbere,  so  baggard  apd  gritp 
Tbat  if  we  apd  our  loye  aipidst  tb«p  bad  beet?  dwelling 

My  f&pdpess  bad  faltered,  tby  beauty  growp  diip. 
How  lopg,  apd  for  wbat,  is  tbeir  patiepce  abiding? 

How  oft,  apd  bow  oft  sball  tbeir  story  be  told, 
Wbile  tbe  bope  tbat  pope  seeketb  ip  darkpess  is  bidipg, 

Apd  ip  grief,  apd  ip  sorrow,  tbe  world  growetb  old? 


For  it  bearetb  tbe  ipessage :  "Rise  up  op  tbe  rporrow, 

Apd  go  op  your  ways  toward  tbe  doubt  apd  tbe  strife  j 
Joip  bope  to  our  bope,  apd  blepd  sorrow  witb  sorrow, 

Apd  seek  for  ipep's  loye  ip  tbe  sbort  days  of  life." 
But  lo,  tbe  old  ipp,  apd  tbe  ligbts,  apd  tbe  fire, 

Apd  tbe  fiddler's  old  tupe  apd  tbe  sbufflipg  of  feet  j 
Soop  for  us  sball  be  quiet,  apd  rest  apd  desire, 

Apd  tomorrow's  uprisipg  to  deeds  sball  be  sweet. 
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LONDON  TOWN. 

Words  by  Job*)  Masefield.  Air:  "Logdog  is  a  fipe  towr>." 

t665. 


Ob  Loi)dop  Towr>  fs  a  fige  towp,  8S  Lopdop  sigbts  are  rare, 
Ax>d  Logdog  ale  is  rigbt  ale,  ai?d  brisk 's  tbe  Lor/dor;  air, 
Ar>d  busily  goes  tbe  world  tbere,but  crafty  grows  fhc  roipd, 
Ax)d  Loi)dor>  Towp  of  all  towgs  Ftp  glad  to  leaye  bebipd. 


Tbey  bey  for  croft  &  bop-yard,  apd  bill,  ai)d  field,  £  poi?d, 
Witb  Bredop  Hill  before  ipe  ai)d  Malverp  Hill  bcyopd. 
Tbe  bawtbori)  wbite  i'tbebedgerow,  &  all  tbe  spring's  attire 
It)  tbe  coipely  lar?d  of  Tenje  ar>d  Lugg,  apd  Clet)t  ar>d  Clee, 
ar>d  Wyre. 
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Ob  Logdoi)  girls  are  brave  girls,  it?  silk  ar?d  clotb  o'  gold, 
hx)d  London  sbops  are  rare  shops  wbere  gallant  tbipgs  are 
sold, 

And  boppily  clicks  tbe  gold  tbere,  but  drowsily  blinks  fhe 
eye, 

And  London  Town  of  all  towns  Fro  glad  to  burry  by. 


Tben>bey  for  coyert  &  woodland,  and  asb  and  elipand  oak, 
Tewkesbury  inns,  and  Malvern  roofs,  8?  Worcester  cbi*n~ 
pey  sn?oke, 

Tbe  red-felled  Hereford  cattle  allowing  frorn  field  &  byre, 
And  Bradlow  Knoll,  and  Kilbury  Carpp,  and  Ledbury 
Cburcb's  spire. 


Ob  London  tunes  are  new  tunes,  ffi  London  books  are  wise, 
And  London  plays  are  rare  plays,  and  fine  to  country  eyes, 
But  craftily  fares  tbe  knave  tbere,  and  wickedly  fares  tbe 
Jew, 

And  London  Town  of  all  towns  Fix?  glad  to  burry  tbrougb. 


So  bey  for  tbe  road,  tbe  west  road,  by  njill  and  forge  ffi  fold. 
Scent  of  tbe  fern  and  song  of  tbe  lark  by  brook,  and  field, 
and  wold, 

To  tbe  coipely  folk  at  tbe  beartb~stor>e  and  tbe  ale  beside 
tbe  fire, 

In  tbe  bearty  land,  tbe  boipe  land,  n?y  land  of  beart's 
desire. 
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GROUND  FOR  THE  FLOOR. 

Cambridgeshire  Traditional. 


Pye  liyed  ip  a  wood  for  a  puipber  of  years, 

Witb  «?y  dog  apd  ipy  gup  I  drive  away  all  cares  $ 

Pye  a  peat  little  cottage,  apd  tbe  roof  it  is  secure, 

If  you  look  dowp  below  youll  fipd  groupd  for  tbe  floor. 

Cborus.  Groupd  for  tbe  floor,  if  you  look  dowp  below, 
You'll  fipd  groupd  for  tbe  floor. 


My  cot  is  surroupded  with  braipble  apd  tborp, 
Apd  sweet  are  tbe  potes  of  tbe  birds  ip  tbe  iporp: 
Pye  a  guipea  ip  ipy  pocket  apd  plepty  rpore  ip  store, 
If  you  look  dowp  below  youll  fipd  groupd  for  tbe  floor. 

Cborus.  Groupd  for  tbe  floor,  if  you  look  dowp  below, 
You'll  fipd  groupd  for  tiye  floor. 
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My  bed's  ipade  of  straw  ipy  liipbs  to  repose 

Apd  as  for  ipyself  Pye  but  ope  suit  of  clotbes  5 

Apd  tbat's  rpade  of  ticking,  all  stitcbed  up  secure, 

If  you  look  dowp  below  you'll  fipd  ground  for  tbe  floor. 

Cborus.  Ground  for  tbe  floor,  ffic, 


As  for  grates  Pye  got  pope,  for  ipy  fire's  op  tbe  groupd, 
Apd  cbairs  Pye  got  pope  to  set  ipyself  dowp  5 
Pye  a  tbree~legged  stool,  it's  tbe  cbief  of  tpy  store, 
Ip  ipy  peat  little  cottage  witb  groupd  for  tbe  floor. 

Cborus.  Groupd  for  tbe  floor,  Sc. 


God  bless  ipy  dear  fatber,  be's  dead  apd  be's  gope, 
I  bope  be's  safe  ip  beayep,  wbere  bell  peyer  ipore  returpj 
He's  left  ipe  all  bis  ricbes,  apd  Pye  plepty  ipore  ip  store, 
Ip  ipy  peat  little  cottage  witb  groupd  for  tbe  floor. 

Cborus.  Groupd  for  tbe  floor,  Sc. 
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THE  OLD  COURT  HOUSE  AT  LONG  CRENDON. 

A  Buckipgbaxpsbire  Medley. 
Words  by  C.  R.  Asbbee. 
Air:  "Crockarpy  Daisy  Kitty  Aloge."  t6u. 


Carrie  Kate  the  Queer?  lorjg  ages  away, 
Up  ir>  tbe  Court  House  bigb  or?  tbe  Hill, 

Her  kpigbts,  ber  squires,  ber  ladies  gay, 
Ui)der  tbe  Cbestput  bougb* 

Tapestried  walls  a  worjder  to  weaye, 

Rustle  of  silk  it)  wirpple  ai?d  sleeye, 

Passed  as  a  drean)  or)  a  npidsunjnjer  eye- 
Ax)d  we  by  tbe  ipgle  r>ow ! 

Ob  I  passed  as  a  drean?,  or  tbe  quaff  fron?  a  glass; 

Up  it?  tbe  Court  House  bigb  or?  tbe  Hill, 
Aye,  passed  as  a  Tur?e,  as  all  sball  pass ; 

Ur?der  tbe  Cbestr?ut  bougb- 
As  tbe  plun?s  we  set,  or  tbe  lawr?  tbat  we  laid, 
Or  tbe  perfun?ed  lin?es  tbat  yielded  us  sbade, 
Or  tbe  twisted  rose  ar?d  tbe  arcbes  it  n?ade— 

Or  we  by  tbe  ii?gle  r?ow. 

Haye  ye  tbougbt  of  tbe  loon;  or  tbe  lesser?ir?g  spool  ? 

Up  it?  tbe  Court  House  bigb  ot)  tbe  Hill, 
Wbere  or?ce  tbey  gatbered  tbe  baled  wool, 

Ur?der  tbe  Cbestput  bougb* 
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Clipk  of  scales  apd  lading  of  waips, 
Cbaffer  of  staplers,  couptipg  of  gaips, 
Pride  apd  poxpp  of  yelyet  apd  cbaips— 

Apd  we  by  tbe  ipgle  pow. 

Haye  ye  seep  tbe  flood  aswirl  op  tbe  Tbaine, 
Up  iron?  tbe  Court  House  bigb  op  tbe  Hill, 

Or  tbe  witcbes  leap  ip  tbe  lightening  flange, 
Qpder  tbe  Cbestput  bougb  ? 

Haye  ye  seep  tbe  rift  wbere  tbe  willow  tree  stood  ? 

Apd  tbe  tborped  bullock's  beart  drippipg  witb  blood, 

As  tbe  wbite  n?ap  of  Notley  rides  ip  tbe  wood- 
Apd  we  by  tbe  ipgle  pow  ? 

You  asked  a  sopg-I  fasbioped  you  tbese 

(Up  ip  tbe  Court  House  bigb  op  tbe  Hill.) 
Verses  I  learped  of  tbe  Crepdop  bees, 

Under  tbe  Cbestput  bougb* 
Tbey 're  part  of  tbe  dreaip  apd  tbe  drowse  of  it  all, 
Tbe  loye  apd  tbe  ligbt  apd  tbe  yellow-bill's  call, 
Tbe  flowers,  apd  tbe  scepts,  apd  tbe  gray  cburcb  wall- 
Apd  we  by  tbe  ipgle  pow  I 

Ob  I  sweet  tbe  tales  tbey  eerily  tell, 

Up  ip  tbe  Court  House  big*)  op  tbe  Hill : 
To  rest  apd  sup  after  work  is  well, 

Upder  tbe  Cbestput  bougb* 
Good  are  tbe  gifts  tbe  suipiper  pigbts  bripg, 
Or  tbe  sopgs  witb  tbe  old-world  far~away  swipg, 
But  best  is  tbe  fSllowsbip  gatbered  to  sipg 
Here  by  tbe  ipgle  pow. 

Y.-io 


HARVEST  HOME. 

Air  by  Purcell,  frorp  <Kipg  Arthur/  \6gu 
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Your  bay  it  is  ipow'd,  apd  your  cori)  is  reap'd : 
Your  barps  will  be  full,  apd  your  bovels  bcap'd. 
Corpe,  boys,  coipej  coipe,  boys,  corpe, 
Apd  rperrily  roar  out  our  baryest  borpe. 

Cborus.  Haryest  borpe,  baryest  borpe, 

Apd  rperrily  roar  out  our  baryest  borpe, 
Apd  ipcrrily  roar  out  our  barycst  borpe. 


We'll  toss  off  our  ale  till  we  cappot  stapdj 
Apd  beigb  for  tbe  bopour  of  Old  Epglapd ! 
Old  Epglapd,  Old  Epglapd, 
Apd  beigb  for  tbe  bopour  of  Old  Epglapd. 

Cborus.  Old  Epglapd,  Old  Epglapd, 

Apd  beigb  for  tbe  bopour  of  Old  Epglapd, 
Apd  beigb  for  tbe  bopour  of  Old  Epglapd. 
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THE  TWO  BRETHREN. 


Wiltshire  Traditional. 


There  were  two  lovipg  brothers,  two  bretbrep  were  borp, 
Two  bretbrep  whose  trades  we  still  keep; 

The  ope  was  a  plougbn?ap,  a  planter  of  corp, 
The  other  a  tender  of  sheep. 

Coipe,  all  jolly  plougbboys,  coipe  help  ipe  for  to  sipg, 

Pll  sipg  ip  the  praise  of  the  plough, 
For  though  we  ipust  labour  fron>  suiprper  to  spripg, 

We  all  will  be  rperry  boys  pow. 


We've  hired,  we'ye  ipired,  through  xpire  apd  through  day, 

No  pleasure  at  all  could  we  fipdj 
Now  we'll  laugh,  dapce  apd  sipg,  apd  driye  care  away, 

No  tpore  ip  this  world  to  repipe. 


Here's  April,  here's  May,  here's  Jupe  apd  July, 

'Tis  a  pleasure  to  see  the  corp  grow; 
Ip  August  we  rpoil  it,  shear  low,  apd  reap  high, 

Apd  bipd  up  our  scythes  for  to  xpow. 

So  pow  we  have  gathered  up  every  sheaf, 

Apd  scraped  up  every  ear ; 
Well  xpakc  po  ipore  to-do,  but  to  plough  apd  to  sow, 

Apd  provide  for  the  very  pext  year. 
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THE  UNKNOWN  SHEPHERD'S  COMPLAINT. 

Words  by  Ricbard  Barpfield.  t6oo. 
Air  by  C.  R.  Asbbee.  t8o5. 


My  flocks  feed  r>ot !  My  ewes  breed  got ! 

My  raips  speed  r>ot !  All  is  anjiss ! 
Love  is  degyigg !  Faitb  is  defying ! 

Hearts  rer>yir>g,  causer  of  tbis  I 
All  n?y  iperry  jigs  are  quite  forgot ! 
All  rpy  Lady's  loye  is  lost,  God  wot ! 
Wbere  ber  faitb  was  finply  fixed  ir>  loye $ 
Tbere  a '  Nay ! '  is  placed,  witbout  retpove. 
Ope  sil^  cross  wrougbt  all  n?y  loss ! 

O  frowpigg  FORTUNE !  cursed  fickle  Danpe ! 
For  x)ovi  I  see,  it>cor>star>cy 
More  it)  wonpeg  tbar>  it)  rt)et)  reipaip ! 
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Ip  black,  tpourp  1 !  All  fears  scorp  I ! 

Loye  batb  forlorp  ipe,  liyipg  ip  tbrall ! 
Heart  is  bleedipg,  all  belp  peedipg ! 

Of  cruel  speedipg,  fraugbted  witb  gall ! 
My  sbepberd's  pipe  cap  soupd  po  deal ! 
My  wetber's  bell  ripgs  doleful  kpell ! 
My  curtail  dog,  tbat  wopt  to  bave  played 
Plays  pot  at  all!  but  seetps  afraid. 

"Witb  sigbs  so  deep,  procures  to  weep 

Ip  bowlipg  wise,  to  see  ipy  doleful  pligbt. 
How  sigbs  resoupd,  tbrougb  beartless  ground, 
Like  a  tbousapd  yapquisbed  ipep  ip  bloody  figbt. 


Clear  wells  spring  pot!  Sweet  birds  sipg  pot ! 

Greep  plants  bripg  pot  fortb  tbeir  dye ! 
Herds  stapd  weepipg!  Flocks  all  sleeping! 

Nyippbs  back  peepipg  fearfully ! 
All  our  pleasure  kpowp  to  us  poor  Swaips, 
All  our  iperry  ipeetipg  op  tbe  plaips, 
All  our  eyepipg  sports,  frotp  us  are  fled! 
All  our  loye  is  lost  5  for  loye  is  dead ! 

Farewell,  sweet  Loye !  tby  like  pe'er  was 

For  sweet  coptept!  tbe  cause  of  all  tpy  ipoap. 
Poor  CORIDON  xpust  live  alope ! 
Otber  belp  for  bi*P,  I  see  tbat  tbere  is  pope ! 
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JACK-IN-THE-GREEN'S  SONG. 

Words  by  Gerald  Bishop.  1904. 
Air : "  Strawberry  Fair."  xyth  Century. 


Ob !  rperrily  we'll  darjee !  says  Jack~it)-tbe-greei)  5 

Higb  low !  Higb  low!  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily! 
Sure  tbere  r>eyer  was  a  fellow  like  Jack-irj-tbe-greet), 

Suxprper's  bere ! 
He's  greet)  or>  tbe  outside,  apd  it)side  be's  greet)  $ 

Ot)f  merrily  well  darjee  rourjd  Jack-ir>-tbe-greer> ! 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily ! 
Higb  low!  Higb  low!  all  tbe  eartb  is  greet) ! 

Vxx)  sleeping  all  tbe  "Winter,  says  Jack-it)-tbe-greet)$ 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily ! 
St)ugglir>g  it)  tbe  tree  bark  froro  frost  at)d  wirjd  so  keep, 

_  ,  Surproer'sbere! 
I  cbuckle  to  tbe  wood  elyes  ar>d  rpark  old  Winter's  roar, 

Ar>d  r>ow  tbat  Pro  corpe  out  we  sball  r>eyer  see  t)itx)  n?ore. 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily ! 
Higb  low!  Higb  low!  all  tbe  eartb  is  greet) ! 

Pye  beet)  biding  it)  tbefeillside,  Pyebeer>bidir>gir>foebedge, 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily ! 
It)  tbe  daffies  it)  tbe  rpeadow,  all  alopg  tbe  river  edge, 

Suiprner'sbere! 
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It)  tbe  violet  it)  tbe  bollow,  it)  tbe  pritprose  dowt)  tbe  lat)e, 
At)d  t)ow  tbe  bidigg  titpe  is  o'er  at)d  Sutler's  conje  agait). 

High  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily ! 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  greet? ! 

Do  you  see  tbe  corp  a-bladipg?  do  you  bear  tbe  blackbird 
call? 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily ! 

Do  you  bear  tbe  cuckoo  sit)git)g?  apd  tbat's  tbc  best  of  all. 

Sutpnjer's  bere 

Tbe  tbrusb  is  busy  t)estit)g,  do  you  bear  tbe  fitjcbes  sweet? 
Tbe  dat)cit)g  greet)  is  cotpe,  82  cap't  you  feel  it  it)  your  feet ! 

Higb  low!  Higb  low!  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily! 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  greet) ! 

Tbe  greet)  is  ot)  tbe  tpeadow,  tbe  greet)  is  or)  tbe  bill? 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily ! 
Tbere'sdat)cit)gii)tbewateroftbestreaiptbatturi)sftvjn?ill, 

Sutler's  bere 

Tbere's  joy  it)  copse  at)d  spit)t)ey,  forgetting  winter  pait) ; 
Tbere's  joy  it)  beart  of  n)at)  &  beast,  tbe  greep  is  cotpe  agait). 

Higb  low!  Higb  low!  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily! 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  greet) ! 

Or),  iperrily  well  daioce,  says  Jack~ii)~tl}e~greei) ; 

Higb  low !  Higb  low !  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily! 
Sure  tbere  t)eyer  was  a  fellow  like  Jack-in-tbe-greet). 

Sun)tger's  bere! 

He's  greet)  or)  tbe  outside,  at)d  ipside  be's  greet), 
Or),  njerrily  we'll  dapce  roupd  Jack~iiHbe~greei). 

Higb  low!  Higb  low!  all  tbe  eartb  is  gaily! 

Higb  low!  Higb  low!  all  tbe  eartb  is  greet)! 
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DAMOETAS'  JIG,  IN  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LOYE. 

Words  by  Job*)  Woottop.  \6oo. 
Air: <  Vepus  apd  Adopis.'  Surrey  Traditional. 


Jolly  Sbepbcrd,  Sbepberd  op  a  bill, 

Op  a  bill  so  iperrily,  so  iperrily. 
Fear  got,  Sbepberd,  tberc  to  pige  tby  fill ! 

Op  a  bill  so  cbeerily,  so  cbeerily. 
Fill  every  dale !  fill  every  plaip ! 

Botb  sipg  apd  say,  say,  say-Botb  sipg  apd  say,  'Love  feels 
popaip!' 


Jolly  Sbcpberd,  Sbepberd  op  a  greep, 

Op  a  greet)  so  iperrily,  so  iperrily. 
Be  tby  voice  sbrill !  be  tby  ipirtb  seep ! 

Op  a  greep  so  cbeerily,  so  cbeerily. 
Heard  to  eacb  S waip !  seep  to  eacb  Trull ! 
Botb  sipg  apd  say,  say,  say-Botb  sipg  apd  say,  'Life's  joy 
is  full  J ' 
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Jolly  Sbepberd,  Sbepberd  ip  tbe  sup, 

Ip  tbe  sup  so  iperrily,  so  iperrily. 
Sipg  ftrtb  tby  sopgs !  apd  let  tby  rbyipes  rup 

Ip  tbe  sup  so  cheerily,  so  cheerily . 
Dowp  to  tbe  dales,  froip  tbe  bills  aboye ! 
Botb  sipg  apd  say,say,  say  — Botb  sipg  apd  say,  'Ho  life,  to 
Love!' 


Jolly  Sbepberd,  Sbepberd  ip  tbe  sbade, 

Ip  tbe  sbade  so  iperrily,  so  iperrily. 
Joy  ip  tby  life,  a  life  of  Sbepberd's  trade ! 

Ip  tbe  spade  so  cbeerily,  so  cbeerily . 
Joy  ip  tby  loye !  loye  full  of  glee ! 

Botb  sipg  apd  say,say,  say  —Botb  sipg  apd  say, 4  Sweet  loye 
fonpe!' 


Jolly  Sbepberd,  Sbepberd  bere  or  tbere, 

Here  or  tbere  so  iperrily,  so  rperrily. 
Or  ip  tby  cbat,  eitber  at  tby  cbeer, 

Here  or  tbere  so  cbeerily,  so  cbeerily. 
Ip  every  jig,  ip  every  lay, 

Botb  sipg  apd  say, say,  say— Botb  sipg  apd  say,  'Loye  lasts 
for  aye!' 


Jolly  Sbepberd!  Sbepberd,  Dapbpis'  Loye! 

O  Dapbpis'  Loye,  so  iperrily. 
Let  tby  fapcy  pever  ipore  reipove ! 

O  Dapbpis'  Loye,  so  cbeerily. 
Fapcy  be  fixed  5  fixed  pot  to  fleet ! 

Still  sipg  apd  say,  say,  say-Still  sipg  apd  say,  *  Love's  yoke 
is  sweet!' 
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THE  SEASONS  OF  THE  YEAR.   Sussex  Traditional, 


P  Uj*  c-c/icfj  ^  r'uxj-  Spins 


Tbe  sup  it  goes  down,  tbe  sky  it  looks  red, 
Down  op  yopder  pillow  I  lay  down  n?y  bead, 
I  lift  up  n?y  eyes  to  see  tbe  stars  sbipe, 
But  still  tbis  young  dan>sel  sbe  runs  in  n>y  rqixyd. 

Wben  tbe  sap  it  goes  up  tbe  tree  it  will  flaw, 
We'll  first  brapcb  bi»>  round,  boys,  and  put  in  tbe  saw; 
But  wben  we  bave  sawed  i)irr),  and  tumbled  bin?  down, 
Tben  we  do  flaw  ryivt),  all  on  tbe  cold  ground. 

Wben  flawing  is  oyer,  baying  draws  near, 
Witbourscytbes  and  ourpitcbfbrks  soipe  grass  for  to  clear: 
But  wben  we  bave  cpowed  it  and  carried  it  away 
We  first  called  it  green  grass,  we  now  call  it  bay* 

Wben  baying  is  oyer,  tben  baryest  draws  near, 
We'll  send  for  tbe  brewer,  to  brew  us  strong  beerj 
To  brew  us  strong  beer  for  tbe  bard  working  ipen. 
For  tbey  work  late  and  early  till  baryest  does  end. 

Wben  tbe  sap  it  goes  down  tben  tbe  leayes  tbey  do  fall, 
Tbe  f5rn>er  to  bis  bedging  and  ditcbing  to  call, 
But  wben  it's  bard  weatber  tbere's  no  working  tbere, 
Tben  ipto  tbe  barn,  boys,  soipe  corn  for  to  clear. 

Wben  Spring  it  coine  ox),  tbe  ipaid  to  ber  cow, 
Tbe  boy  to  bis  wbip>  and  tbe  ipan  to  bis  plougb? 
And  so  we  bring  all  tbings  so  cbeerfuljy  round, 
Success  to  tbe  plougbinan  tbat  plougbs  up  tbe  ground ! 


THE  SHEPHERD. 


Words  by  W.  Blake.  1733. 
Air  by  Jar>et  E.  Asbbee.  1904. 


xz 


How  sweet  is  the  shepherd's  sweet  lot ! 

Fronj  tbe  rs)ort)  to  tbe  eyepiijg  be  strays  5 
He  shall  follow  bis  sheep  all  the  day, 

Arjd  bis  topgue  shall  be  filled  with  praise. 

For  he  hears  the  laipbs'  ippocept  call, 
Ar>d  be  bears  the  ewes'  tender  reply  5 

He  is  watchful  while  they  are  ir>  peace, 
For  they  kx?ow  wher?  their  shepherd  is  i?igh. 

How  sweet  is  the  shepherd's  sweet  lot! 

Fron?  the  n?ori?  to  the  eyegh)g  be  strays  j 
He  shall  follow  his  sheep  all  the  day. 

Ai)d  bis  toggue  shall  be  filled  with  praise. 
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THE  COTTAGE  THATCHED  WITH  STRAW. 

Devonshire  Traditional. 


3 

3 

P  m 

It)  tbe  days  of  yore,  tbere  sat  at  bis  door 

Ar;  old  farther,  apd  tbus  sapg  be, 
"  Witb  rpy  pipe  apd  ipy  glass,  I  wisb  every  class 

Ot)  tbe  eartb  were  as  well  as  n?e ! " 
For  be  epyied  pot  apy  n>ar>  bis  lot, 

Tbe  ricbest,  tbe  proudest,  be  saw, 
For  be  bad  boipe-brew'd,  browt)  bread, 

Ar;d  a  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw. 

Cborus.  A  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw, 
A  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw  j 
For  be  bad  bon?e  brew'd,  browi?  bread, 
Apd  a  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw. 
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44  My  dear  old  dad  this  sgug  cottage  bad, 

Ax)d  be  got  it,  111  tell  you  bow. 
He  wop  it,  I  wot,  witb  tbe  best  coil)  got, 

Witb  tbe  sweat  of  ap  bopest  brow. 
Tber)  says  n?y  old  dad,  'Be  careful,  lad, 

To  keep  out  of  tbe  lawyer's  claw. 
So  you'll  bavc  boipe  brew'd,  browp  bread, 

Apd  a  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw.' 

Cborus.  A  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw,  Sc. 

"Tbe  ragged,  tbe  torp,  fronj  cpy  door  I  dop't  tun), 

But  I  giye  tben?  a  crust  of  browp  $ 
At)d  a  drop  of  good  ale,  n>y  lad,  witbout  fail, 

For  to  wasb  tbe  browp  crust  dowx?. 
Tbo'  ricb  I  n>ay  be,  it  n>ay  cbapce  to  roe, 

Tbat  ipisfortuije  sbould  spoil  n?y  store, 
So  Pd  lack  boipe-brew'd,  browp  bread, 

Ax)d  a  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw. 

Cborus.  A  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw,  Sc. 

"Tbep  it)  frost  apd  spow  to  tbe  Cburcb  I  go, 

No  njatter  tbe  weaker  bow  5 
Apd  tbe  seryice  apd  prayer  tbat  I  put  up  tbere 

Is  to  Hiip  wbo  speeds  tbe  plougb. 
Sunday  saipts,  i'  feck,  wbo  cbeat  all  tbe  week, 

"Witb  a  ragtipg  apd  captipg  jaw, 
Not  for  tben?  is  «>y  botpe-brew'd,  browp  bread, 

At)d  n)y  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw." 

Cborus.  My  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw, 
My  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw  j 
Not  for  tben>  is  roy  bon?e~brew'd,  browi}  bread, 
Ai>d  rpy  cottage  well  tbatcb'd  witb  straw. 
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SEVERN  SIDE.  Words  by  c.  R.  Asbbee. 

Air: 4  A  Fanner's  Sot)  so  Sweet/  Late  tStb  ceptury. 
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A  giapt  of  old  tin>e 

Lost  all  bis  strength  ai>d  pride, 
Till,  says  at)  apciept  rbytpe, 

He  toucbed  bis  igougtaii?  side. 
TTqqx)  bis  strepgtb  caipe  back  to  bitr), 
New~gerved  it)  eyery  liipb, 
Apd  be  stood  all  taut  agd  trin? 

As  at)  oak  ot)  Sevcrt)  side, 

Way  dowi?  by  Seven?  side. 


I  dreaiged  tbis  dreatp  ope  day 

As  wakirjg  logely  I  lay, 
Ar>d  Lopdop-towp  all  roupd 

Spread  wide  bcr  gigbtipare  grey  5 
Wbep  tbrougb  ipy  dreaip  called  be, 

Ar>d  tbe  grin?  grey  pall  unwound 
For  tbe  dreaip  clouds  to  diyide, 
At)d  I  walked  by  Seyern  side, 

Way  down  by  Severn  side, 
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Tbep  silept  tbrougb  *py  dreaip 
Flowed  far  bcr  silyery  streaip 

My  wild  Welsb  bills  arpopg 

Tbat  gaye  ipe  life  apd  sopg. 
Tbere  was  joy  apd  ligbt  apd  power, 
Tbere  was  glory  ip  eacb  f  lower, 

Tbcre  were  all  tbipgs  fr esb  ai?d  youpg 
Wbere  I  stood  by  Seyerp  side, 
Way  dowp  by  Severp  side. 


Her  swarip  of  birds  Pye  seep : 
Tbe  wild  wbite  ipdolept  swap, 

Tbe  ipoor  bep  bid  ip  greet), 
Tbe  beror)  grey  apd  war)  5 

Pye  tbe  burpisbed  kipgfisber  spied, 
Tbrougb  a  baze  of  goldei)  skies 
Ii)  swift  blue  rii)gs  be  flies, 

By  tbe  reeds  of  Severp  side, 

Way  dowp  by  Seyerp  side* 


But  bere  be  grin)  grey  walls, 

Dark  days  apd  po  suiprper  sup, 

A  task  tbat's  pever  dope, 

Ap  epd  tbat's  pever  wop. 
Still  rpy  old  tiipe  giapt  calls, 

Apd  to  tbis  call  Pye  cried : 

"  Let  ipe  be  pot  depied, 

Bripg  ipe  back  to  Severp  side. 

Way  dowp  by  Severp  side.'* 
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HAYMAKERS'  SONG. 


Essex  Traditional. 


Pve  tpy  ope  rpy  rpap,  ipy  two  ipy  ipep, 

To  njow  ipy  bay  all  day  5 
Pve  ipy  tbree  ipy  rpep,  ipy  four  ipy  ipep, 

To  cart  ipy  bay  away. 

Cborus.  Pve  ipy  four,  rpy  tbree,  rpy  two,  rpy  ope, 
Apdsoipe  rpore 

To  rpow  roy  bay,  to  cart  it  away- 
All  for  a  ]ol\y  good  fellow, 


Pye  roy  five  roy  rpep,  roy  six  roy  rpep, 

To  rpow  ipy  bay  all  day ; 
Pve  rpy  sevep  rpy  rpep,  rpy  eigbt  ipy  rpep, 

To  cart  rpy  bay  away. 

Cborus.  Pve  rpy  eigbt,  ipy  sevep,  ipy  six,  ipy  five,  Sc. 


I've  rpy  pipe  rpy  rpep,  rpy  tep  ipy  ipep, 

To  rpow  rpy  bay  all  day  5 
Pye  ipy  eleyep  rpy  rpep,  rpy  twelye  ipy  ipep, 

To  cart  rpy  bay  away. 

Cborus.  Pve  ipy  twelve,  rpy  levep,  ipy  tep,  rpy  pipe,  Sc. 
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Pye  rpy  tbirteep  rpep,  rpy  fourteen  rpep, 

To  ipow  rpy  bay  all  day  $ 
Pye  rpy  fifteen  rpep,  rpy  sixteep  rpep, 

To  cart  rpy  bay  away. 

Cborus.  Pye  rpy  sixteep,fifteep,f ourteep,tbirteep,twelye,&c. 

Pye  rpy  sevepteep  rpep,  rpy  eigbteep  rpep, 

To  rpow  rpy  bay  all  day  5 
Pye  rpy  pipeteep  rpep,  rpy  twenty  rpep, 

To  cart  rpy  bay  away. 

Cborus.  Pye  rpy  twepty,  pipeteep,  eigbteep,  seyepteep,  8£c. 

I've  rpy  tbirty  rpep,  rpy  forty  rpep, 

To  rpow  rpy  bay  all  day  j 
Pye  rpy  fifty  rpep,  rpy  sixty  rpep, 

To  cart  rpy  bay  away. 

Cborus.  Pye  rpy  sixty,  fifty,  forty,  tbirty,  twepty,  82c. 

Pye  rpy  sevepty  rpep,  rpy  eigbty  rpep, 

To  rpow  rpy  bay  all  day  5 
Pye  rpy  pipety  rpep,  rpy  bupdred  rpep, 

To  cart  rpy  bay  away. 

Cborus.  Pye  rpy  bupdred,  pipety,  eigbty,  seyepty,  sixty, 
fifty,  forty,  tbirty,  twepty,  pipeteep,  eigbteep, 
seyepteep,  sixteep,  fifteep,  iourteep,  tbirteep, 
twelye,  rpy  'leyep,  rpy  tep,  rpy  pipe,  rpy  eigbt, 
rpy  seyep,  rpy  six,  rpy  five,  rpy  four,  rpy  tbree, 
rpy  two,  rpy  ope, 
Apd  NO  rpore 

To  rpow  rpy  bay,  to  cart  it  away- 
All  for  a  jolly  good  fellow. 

V.-35 


THE  CAMPDEN  MAYPOLE  SONG. 

Words  by  Laurei?ce  Housixjar?.  1904* 
Air  ?  "Peace~Eggii?g  Sor?g,"  Lagcasbire  Traditional. 


g{^iJ.iji.iJj|J^iiUi|J'Ui  11 
ii|*'|Jjijc;iiiiirrri|TJi''jiiJJJi 


Ob^  lads,  wbere  50  ye  op  tbe  bigbroad  to-day  7 
(Or)  tbe  bill?  it?  fhe  yalley,  bow  ftve  greet?  grass  dotb  grow !) 

We  are  goii?g  up  to  Can?pder?  tbis  first  n?orc?  of  May, 
Wbere  roui?dfhc  greer?tx?aypolefheprettyn?aidsdosbow. 

Cborus,  Tbere  Broadway  lies  keeping  ber  flocks  uijder 
'  bill, 

Tbere's  Willersey  sleeping,  ar?d  sleeps  witb  a  will  j 
But  Canjpdet?,  Cbippipg  Can?pder?,  Broad  Cajpp- 
der?,Isay, 

Is  wakii?g  to  life  ox?  tbis  first  n?orr?  of  May  I 


Ob,  lads,  ar?d  wbat  will  ye  do,  wbei?  ye  get  tbere? 

(Or?  fhe  bill,  it?  fhe  y  alley,bow  the  y  oui?g  larpbs  do  sprii?g !) 
We  will  darjce  or?  tbe  greet?  sward,  lir?k  bai?ds  witb  tbe  fair, 

Ar?d  rour?d  tbe  greet?  n?aypole  full  n?erri}y  will  sii?g ! 
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Cborus.  There's  Westop  asleep  op  tbe  side  of  a  hill, 

Apd  Mickletop  deep  ip  its  sluipbers  lies  still ; 
But  Caippdep,  Cbippipg  Caippdep,  Broad  Caipp- 
dep, I  say, 

Is  wakipg  to  life  op  the  first  iporp  of  May ! 


Ob?  lads,  apd  wbat  bopes  will  ye  bear  tbegce  away? 

(Opto*  bill?")  tbevalley,bow  tbe  iperry  bells  do  cbinje?) 
We  will  carry  back  good  bopes  for  apotber  iporp  of  May, 

Witb  apotber  greet?  ipaypole  tbe  yery  pext  tiipe. 

Cborus.  Let  Welford  apd  Saiptbury  bide  wbere  tbey  will, 
Let  Stapway  apd  Quiptop  bide  upder  tbeir  bill ! 
But  Caippdep,  Cbippipg  Caippdep,  Broad  Caipp- 
dep, I  say, 

Is  wakipg  to  life  op  tbis  first  rporp  of  May ! 


Ob,  lads,  apd  wbat  will  ye  do,  wbep  ye  grow  old? 

(Op  tbe  bill?  ip  tbe  valley,  bow  tbe  youpg  laipbs  do  leap !) 
We  will  talk  of  tbe  days  wbep  tbe  iperry  boys  were  bold, 

Apd  tbep  ip  our  beds  we  will  lie  dowp  apd  sleep. 

Cborus.  So  bere  up  at  Caippdep,  at  Caippdep  we  rpeet: 

Saw  you  ever  sucb  cbildrep,  or  sucb  a  fipe  street? 
For  Caippdep,  Cbippipg  Caippdep,  Broad  Caipp- 
dep, I  say, 

Is  wakipg  to  life  op  tbis  first  iporp  of  May. 
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WHO  CAN  LIVE  IN  HEART  SO  GLAD. 

Fron?  the  Passionate  Shepherd  by  Nicholas  Bretor>.  1604. 

Air:  <Ip  the  Merry  Mopth  of  Hay.' 


Who  car;  liye  ir>  heart  so  glad 
As  the  nperry  Country  Lad ! 
Who,  uporj  a  fair  greet)  balk, 
Hay,  at  pleasure,  sit  ar>d  walk  5 
Apd,  atpid  the  azure  skies, 
See  the  n?orr>ir>g  sup  arise ! 
While  he  hears,  it)  eyery  Spring, 
How  the  birds  do  chirp  arjd  sirjg; 
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Or,  before  tbe  bounds  ix)  cry, 

See  tbe  bare  go  stealing  by; 

Or,  alopg  tbe  sballow  brook, 

Apglipg  witb  a  baited  book, 

See  tbe  fisbes  leap  agd  play, 

It)  a  blessed  suppy  day  5 

Or  to  bear  tbe  partridge  call 

Till  sbe  bave  ber  coyey  all  5 

Or  to  see  tbe  subtle  fox, 

How  tbe  yillaip  plies  tbe  box! 

After  feeding  ot)  bis  prey  5 

How  be  closely  speaks  away 

Tbrougb  tbe  bedge,  ar>d  dowg  tbe  furrow, 

Till  be  gets  ipto  bis  burrow! 

Tbet)  tbe  bee  to  gatber  bogey  j 

At?d  tbe  little  black-baired  cogey, 

Or?  a  bapk,  for  suppy  place, 

Witb  ber  forefeet  wasb  ber  face : 

Are  pot  tbese,  witb  tbousapds  njoe 

Tbar>  tbe  Courts  of  Kipgs  do  kpow, 

Tbe  true  pleasipg  spirit's  sigbts, 

Tbat  n?ay  breed  true  love's  deligbts  7 


TURMUT-HOEING. 


Oxfordshire  Traditional. 


-j — ■  ■+ 


m  9 


'Twas  01?  a  jol^r  suipiper's  iporp,  the  twepty~first  of  May, 
Giles  Seroggips  took  bis  turiput~boe,  with  which  he  trudged 
away  5 

Fr  soipe  delights  ip  bayipakip',  &  soipe  fluey  fancies  ipowip', 
But  of  all  the  trades  as  I  likes  best,  give  I  the  tunput-boeir/. 

Chorus.  For  the  fly,  the  fly,  the  fly  is  op  the  tunputj 

Apd  its  all  ipy  eye  for  we  to  try,  to  keep  fly  off  the 
tunputt 


Now  the  first  place  as  I  wept  to  work,  it  were  at  Fariper 
Tower's, 

He  vowed  apd  sweared  apd  tbep  declared,  I  were  a  first-rate 
hoer. 

Now  the  pext  place  as  I  wept  to  work,  I  took  it  by  the  job, 
But  if  I'd  ba'  kpowed  it  a  little  afore,  Pd  sooper  beep  ip  quod. 

Chorus.  For  the  fly,  Sc. 


Wbep  I  was  over  at  yopder  farrp.  they  sept  for  I  a-ipowip', 
But  I  sept  word  back  Pd  sooper  have  the  sack,  tbap  lose  ipy 

tunput-boeip'. 
Now  all  you  jolly  farrpipg  lads  as  bides  at  boipe  so  warip, 
I  pow  copcludes  ipy  ditty  with  wishipg  you  po  fy&rrx)* 
Chorus.  For  the  fly,  Sc. 
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HONEST  DOVER'S  FANCY. 

Words  by  Job*?  Masefteld.  1904. 
Air:  "Greerjwicb  Park."  1698. 


Caippdei)  towp 

Is  quiet  after  Lopdop  riot  5 

Can?pder>  street 

Is  kit)d\y  to  tbe  feet  5 

Carppder)  wold, 

So  boppy  to  bebold, 

Is  nperry  witb  foe  blowing  wipdffi  glad  witb  growing  wfceat. 

Caippdei)  fields 

Are  covered  up  witb  buttercup, 

Ar>d  bluebells  sligbt 

Tbat  treipble  witb  deligbtj 

Cuckoos  coipe 

Wber>  blosson/s  or>  tbe  plun? 

hr)d  blossoro's  or;  tbe  apple  trees  it)  petals  red  ar>d  wbite. 
Canjpdei)  woods 

Are  ripgipg  witb  tbe  blackbirds  sipgipg 

Tbrill!tbrill!tbrill! 

O  njerry  orapge  bill ! 

Sweet!  sweet!  sweet! 

Says  tbe  cbaffit)cb  W  tbe  wbeatj 

All  tbe  pretty  birds  tbat  are  do  delicately  trill ! 

Dover's  Hill 

Has  branjble  busbes  full  of  tbrusbesj 

Tall  greet?  trees 

Tbat  set  a  beart  at  ease  5 

Soft  greer?  grass 

TnTbere  little  rabbits  pass 

To  gibble  yellow  buttercups  anjid  tbe  bogey  bees.  Y.-4* 


THE  PAINFUL  (or  FAITHFUL)  PLOUGH. 

Surrey  Traditional. 


^-^ujj^ir  pJ  JiJ  i  j  Sit  fj 


Coipe,  all  you  jolly  plougbnjep,  of  courage  stout  ai?d  bold, 
Tbat  labour  all  tbe  winter,  it)  tbe  storn?y  wipds  apd  cold  5 
To  clotbe  your  fields  witb  plenty,  your  far  ipyards  to  repew, 

For  to  crowi)  then?  with  copteptipeijt  behold  tbe  paigful 
plougb. 


Says  tbe  gardener  to  tbe  plougbnjag,  "Dop't  coupt  your 

trade  witb  ours, 
Walk  dowg  it)  tbose  fair  gardens,  agd  view  tbose  pretty 

flowers  5 

Also  tbose  curious  borders,  apd  pleasant  walks  to  yiew, 

Tbere's  t)o  sucb  peace  x)or  pleasure  perforated  by  tbe 
plougb." 

Says  tbe  plougbnjai)  to  tbe  gardener,  ''My  calling  dog't 
despise, 

Eacb  «?ap  for  bis  liyipg  upop  bis  trade  relies  5 

Were  it  pot  forfhc  plougbnjapbotbricbapdpoor  would  rue, 

For  we  are  all  depei?dei)t  upoi)  tbe  paipful  plougb. 
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"  Adaip  ip  tbe  gardep  was  sept  to  keep  it  rigfot, 

Tbe  lepgtb  of  titpe  l)e  stayed  tbere  I  belieye  it  was  ope  pigbt  5 

Yet  of  bis  owp  labour  I  call  it  pot  bis  due, 

Soop  be  left  bis  gardep,  apd  wept  to  bold  tbe  plougb. 


u  For  Adaip  was  a  plougbipap  wbep  plougbipg  first  begup, 
Tbe  pext  tbat  did  succeed  bin?  was  Caip,  bis  eldest  sop  5 
Soipc  of  tbe  geperatiop  tbis  callipg  pow  pursue; 

Tbat  bread  rpay  pot  be  waptipg,  reipaips  the  paipf ul  plougb. 


"  Sarpsop  was  tbe  stropgest  tpap,  apd  Solotpop  was  wise, 
Alexapder,  for  to  copquer  was  all  bis  daily  pride, 
Kipg  Dayid  be  was  valiapt,  apd  ipapy  tbousapds  slew, 

Tbere's  pope  of  your  brave  beroes  cap  liye  witbout  tbe 
plougb. 
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U  Behold  the  worthy  n?ercbapt  that  sails  op  f  oreigp  seas, 
That  brings  botpe  gold  apd  silyer  for  those  who  liye  at  ease  5 
With  fipe  silks  apd  spices,  apd  fruits  also,  too, 

They  were  all  brought  froip  the  Indies  by  the  yirtue  of  the 
plough. 


"Then?  that  brings  then?  oyer  will  fipd  what  I  say  true, 
You  cappot  sail  the  oceap  without  the  paipful  plough, 
For  they  rpust  have  bread,  biscuits,  rice  puddipg,  flour,  apd 
peas, 

To  feed  the  jol}y  sailors  as  they  sails  upop  the  seas." 


I  hope  there's  pope  off epded  with  ipe  for  sipgipg  this, 

For  it  was  pot  iptepded  for  apytbipg  aipissj 

If  you  consider  rightly  you'll  owp  what  I  say's  true, 

There's  po  trade  you  car;  zpeptiop  as  cap  liye  without  the 
plough." 
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THE  LARK  IN  THE  MORN. 


Traditiopal. 


'Ir  r:  r,  J 
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1 
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Tbe  lark  ip  tbe  iporp  as  sbe  rises  frorp  ber  pest 
Moupts  tbro'  tbe  wbite  air,  witb  tbe  dew  or)  ber  breast, 
'Lopg  witb  tbe  pretty  plougbboy,  sbell  wbistle  apd  sbe'll 
sipg, 

Apd  returp  to  ber  pest  ip  tbe  cool  evepipg. 

Apd  returp  to  ber  pest  ip  tbe  cool  evepipg. 

Ope  tporpipg  sbe  ipoupted  so  cbeerily  op  bigb> 
Sbe  looked  roupd  about  ber  apd  at  tbe  dark  sky, 
Apd  loudly  sbe  was  sipgipg  apd  twitteripg  ber  lay, 
There's  po  life  like  tbe  plougbboy's  ip  tbe  sweet  ipoptb  of 
May. 

Tbere's  po  life  like  tbe  plougbboy's  it)  tbe  sweet  rpoptb  of 
May. 

Wb«)  day's  work  is  epded  apd  over,  bell  go 

To  fair  or  to  iparket  to  buy  bin)  a  bow, 

Ai)d  wbistle  as  be  walks,  O !  at)d  sbrilly  too  will  sii)g, 

Tbere's  po  life  like  tbe  plougbboy's  all  ir>  rperry  sprii)g. 

Tbere's  po  life  like  tbe  plougbboy's  all  ip  iperry  spripg. 

Good  luck  to  tbe  plougbboy  wberever  be  ipay  be, 

A  fair  pretty  ipaidep  be'U  take  op  bis  kpee, 

He'll  dripk  tbe  put-browp  ale,  &  tbis  sopg  tbe  lad  will  sipg, 

Ob !  tbe  plougbboy  is  bappier  tbap  poble  or  kipg. 

Ob',  tbe  plougbboy  is  bappier  tbap  poble  or  kipg. 
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SUMER  IS  ICUMEN  IN.  Cai)ot?,  1240. 
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Sit)S  Cuc~cu, 


Awe  blet-etb  after  lon>b,Lboutb 
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Sun?ir?er  is  cotpe  it), 

Loud  sit)S,  Cuckoo ! 
Growetb  seed,  ai)d  blowetl)  ipead, 

Apd  sprigg'tb  tbe  wood  ijow. 

Siirjg  Cuckoo ! 


Ewe  bleatetb  after  larpb, 

Lowetb  after  calf  (tbe)  cow  5 
Bullock  startetb,  buck  vertetfy 
Merry  sigg,  Cuckoo! 
Well  sipg'st  tbou,  Cuckoo, 
Nor  cease  tbou  gever  pow. 
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